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Down In The W 
n ne Wood 


Francis Quayle took a fairly hefty 
sip of the large pink gin he was 
holding. His hand trembled slightly; 
the ice tinkled. ‘I must say, I was just 
a little bit surprised,’ he murmured. 

‘Were you now?’ The man who 
faced him on the bar stool opposite 
smiled. ‘Then you must be out of 
touch with today’s thinking. 

‘Really? It all semed rather old- 
fashioned to me.’ Francis took 
another hefty sip and realised he had 
nearly finished his glass. He put it 
down. 

‘Lucky you dropped in then, 
wasn't it?’ said Basil Branston. He 
grinned. ‘Don’t often get such an 
opportunity, eh?’ 

Francis consumed the rest of his 
drink at one go. He was still shaking 
inwadly; terribly steamed up. He 
could still see that delicious young 
bottom twisting and bouncing in 
torment. Quite...quite...remarkable! 
‘What I don’t understand is...well... 
to be frank...how you get away with 
it?” 

‘Get away with what?’ Basil was 
positively brusque. 

‘Get away with smacking a 
teenage girl’s bottom. And more 
than that." 

‘No problem,’ answered Basil, 
his face blank. ‘Family connections.’ 

‘But you're not related. 1 know 
that...I’'ve lived around her some 
time.’ 

‘Been watching her grow up, 
eh?’ Basil winked rather too 
lecherously. 

‘I don’t know what you mean. 
What are these family connections 
then?’ 


‘Confidential, really. Won't go 
no further will it?’ 

‘Of course not,’ replied Francis a 
shade too hurriedly. He knew he was 
getting himself involved, but he 
didn’t mind a bit. Maybe he could 
make another call before long. When 
that delicious young blonde was 
around. | 

‘Who do you think paid her 
school fees? Mother and father 
couldn’t afford Mayfield. So I took 
over the responsibility.’ 

‘That was very decent of you.’ 

‘Well, yes, I suppose so. But 
there were certain provisos. Wanted 
to see that the girl was well brought 
up...well behaved...in every sense. 
Life is not purely academic, as you 
will realise.’ 

‘Quite...oh quite. Francis 
paused, not sure how much he could 
ask. ‘So...he said at last, ‘she comes 
to you regularly?’ 

‘That's right. Once a month. Her 
parents send her. With reports. 
From school and from themselves.’ 

‘I see...’ Francis sucked in his 
breath. ‘And they approve?’ 

Basil looked scornful. ‘If they 
didn’t approve they wouldn’t send 
her, would they?’ 

‘No... suppose not.’ Another 
pause. ‘But you just admit it is all a 
bit unusual.’ 

‘Not as unusual as you might 
think. Not these days. Parents are 
getting fed up with what is 
laughingly called the ‘Permissive 
Society’. They’re taking action.’ 

“Yes that’s understandable...’ 

‘I mean...who wants a daughter 
sleeping around? Smoking pot? Or 


worse?’ 

‘No...I see that...indeed I do 
understand...yes...yes...” 

‘As a new, young curate in this 
parish, you should.’ Basil lit a very 
dark cheroot, without offering one to 
his guest, then puffed hugely. ‘The 
church used to be very strong on 
discipline at one time. Now they 
seemed to be milk and water.’ Basil 
leant forward. ‘You don’t disapprove 
of what happened this afternoon, do 
you?’ 

Francis coughed to hide his 
embarrassment. Those bouncing 
breasts, that bare, wriggling bottom 
was still in his mind’s eye. ‘No...no 
...I can’t say I do.’ He tried a half 
smile. ‘It...is...well...it just seemed 
rather unconventional.’ 

Basil Branston humphed, leaning 
forward. ‘Let me tell you, young 
man,’ he said, ‘Lucy will not be the 
only one coming to me over the next 
few months. Parents around here are 
getting organised. Taking action. If 
the schools won't do their duty...well 
..it’s up to what you might call 
private enterprise, eh?’ 

A week smile came from Francis. 
‘I suppose Mrs Thatcher would 
approve, then?’ 

‘I'm sure she would,’ answered 
Basil, perfectly serious. 

‘I've never been faced with this 
sort of thing before,’ said Francis 
truthfully. ‘But I’m beginning to 
believe you're on the right track.’ 

‘I know Iam,’ said Basil, blowing 
out an enormous cloud of pungent 
smoke. He leaned closer once more. 
‘Any trouble in the choir...girls or 
boys...just send them along to me. 


I'll straighten them out for you.’ 

‘Mmm...yes...I’m sure you 
would,’ nodded Francis. He felt a 
sudden stab of guilt, as he suddenly 
realised there were a number of 
those young choirgirls he wouldn't 
mind ‘straightening out’ himself! I 
must pray for forgiveness on that 
account, he thought. Also for his 
thoughts during that quite remark- 
able afternoon. 

He had come to Major Branston’s 
place to collect for the ‘Church Clock 
Fund’. The Major was known to be 
quite generous in such matters, 
especially when approached 
personally. But, when he had 
arrived, the Major had been dozing 
in the garden, lips bubbling. 
Perhaps I should come back later, 
thought Francis. Always one for 
putting things off. 

Then he suddenly spotted this 
delicious young creature drifting 
across the lawn. Fair haired, so 
slimly-shapeful, so young. What on 
earth could she be doing there? 

The Major opened one eye. ‘That 
you, * he enquired thickly 
yes...Uncle..." 

Uncle? This was strange. Lucy 
Campbell was not this man’s niece. 
He knew that. Still, he remained 
silent, stepping into the background. 

‘Not before time,’ said the 
Major, heaving himself up a shade 
gruffly. ‘Brought your reports?" 

“Yes, Uncle...’ So meek, so 
demure, Francis had thought. What 


a delicious child! Well...not a child 
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at all any more, really. More like 18. 
Goodness, how quickly schoolgirls 
became young women. She was 
wearing a prettily patterned blue 
and white dress. 

An outfit decidely designed to 
outline her burgeoning _ figure. 
Francis had tried not to think too 
much about that. But, to be honest, 
he couldn't help thinking. He might 
be a curate but he was still a virile 
young man. 

An envelope was handed across 
to Basil. The girl looked nervous; 
then startled as she turned to see 
him in the background. ‘Ooo...er... 
whatever are you doing here, Mr 
Quayle?’ Her cheeks went pink. 

‘Collecting, Lucy,’ he answered. 

“Might as well stay now you're 
here,’ said the Major, glancing at 
the papers in the envelope. ‘And see 
how we treat some of our youngsters 
nowadays.” 

‘Well...1 don’t know if I should.’ 
Francis was puzzled but also 
intrigued. The situation certainly 
seemed unusual. What did he mean 
by ‘treat’? 

‘Nothing too serious Lucy,’ said 
Basil. The girl looked most relieved. 
‘Nothing more than a _ good 
spanking.’ He _ grinned rather 
lecherously. ‘Better than the cane, 
eh?" 

Francis could scarcely believe his 
ears. An 18 year old being spanked? 
And what was this talk of the cane? 
positively Victorian. ‘Yes, 
said the girl demurely. She 
seemed to accept the situation as 


perfectly natural. 

“And, of course, you won't mind 
our new curate being present? He is, 
after all, a man of the cloth.’ 

Francis saw two pairs of eyes on 
himself. Wicked, ageing eyes...and 
young, frightened eyes. ‘I...I'm not 
sure...’ he began, 

‘Come, come, Mr Quayle, it’s no 
more than your duty to learn how we 
deal with social problems in our 
community.” 

‘No...no...1 suppose so..." He 
looked at the girl again. She did 
seem awfully grown up. Was she 
really going to be spanked? 

‘Well, let’s go into the woods,’ 
said Basil. He turned to Francis and 
gave him another of those lecherous 
winks. Francis didn't quite like that; 
it made him feel too conspiratorial. 
‘More private...just in 
any more visitors.” 

Into the woods the trio trooped, 
Lucy in the middle. The sun shone, 
the birds sang. All so natural yet 
what was happening was most 
unusual. They stopped by a thick, 
tall pine tree. Basil nodded. 'O.K., 
young lady, strip off,’ he said in an 
off-hand way. Francis was shocked 
This was a development he hadn't 
expected. A spanking was one thing 
but was this necessary? 

Lucy, however, did not seemed 
too upset. She gave him a quick 
nervous glance, Perhaps | really 
should retire, Francis said to 
himself. Instead, he seated himself 
on a fallen tree trunk. For, at that 
moment, Lucy was pulling up her 


dress to expose a delicious, lithe 
young body. Suddenly Francis 
realised she had no bra on! There 
were the girl’s naked breasts! 
Delicious breasts. Francis gulped, 
rooted to the tree trunk. He ought to 
go, but he couldn't make himsclf do 
it. Now she only wore tiny white 
briefs. 

‘Get them off,’ he heard Basil 
order. Oh no,..surely not! That 
really wasn’t necessary, was it? I 
mean to say...what difference would 
they make? Yet Francis could not 
deny the pounding of his pulses as 
the girl shyly pushed down those 
briefs to reveal a neatly trimmed 
bush. It really was indecent; yet it 
was quite rivetting! Oh, I will have to 

ray hard for forgiveness tonight, 
rancis told himself. Yet hadn't 
Major Branston told him it was his 
duty to stay? To see how social 
problems were dealt with? 

Then Basil seated himself on the 
pine-strewn ground and patted his 
thighs. “Over you go,’ he said 
sharply. Since the girl was facing 
towards him, Francis had a lovely 
view of those young _ breasts 
quivering as Lucy fell down over 
Basil’s thighs. He saw the girl’s 
hands clawing into the earth as her 
waist was tightly gripped. ‘A couple 
of dozen will suffice, I think,’ said 
Basil. Again Francis was shocked; 
he had been expecting something far 
less severe. The girl groaned and 
clenched her teeth. 

Then the spanking began. The 
sound of Basil’s palm on the bare 
flesh was loud. So were Lucy’s 
gasping-cries as her head jerked up. 


Every time it did, Francis saw those 
dancing breasts. He suddenly 
realised he was holding his breath 
and his nails were digging into his 
hands. 

“Yeeeoooowwww...00owww not 
so hard!’ Lucy was kicking now, 
ing and turning over Basil's 
thighs. her fingers digging deeper 
into the dirt. 

Far from being affected by this 
plea, it seemed to Francis that Basil 
was now slapping even harder. His 
cheeks were flushed, his eyes 
this girl something to remember! 
bulging. Oh yes he was truly gi' 

“Stooo....opppp...oooohhh. 

‘Eighteen...nineteen...twent 

‘Nooo...0000...eeeenough!" 

Fran perspiring, riddled with 
guilt at his own illicit pleasure, was 
beginning to feel sorry for the girl. 

‘Twenty one...twenty two...’ 

“Yyyyaaaaghhh. yoooww!” 

‘Twenty three...twenty four...’ 
Basil sat back, panting heavily, 
mouth slack. Lucy slumped forward, 
sobbing her heart out. Francis felt 
his heart pounding. How incredible! 
Yet, doubtless, she had been very 
naughty and did deserve it. Also, it 
seemed, her parents fully approved. 
He must get adjusted to this new 
way of going on. Going on the 
hamlet of Truston Magna, anyway. 

Slowly the sobs subsided. ‘Try 
and do better next month,’ said 
Basil. He looked as if he really meant 
it. But did he? Surely he would like a 
further opportunity to smack that 
young bottom? Francis gave himself 
a mental slap on the wrist. The 
Major was a man of honour, was he 


not, with a sense of duty? 

The girl was eased off Basil’s 
thighs and he stood up. Lucy sat 
naked on the ground, wiping away 
her tears. Basil began to walk back 
towards the house; then suddenly 
remembered his uninvited guest. 

‘Oh...you’d better come up for 
your collection, Mr Quayle. And a 
little chat.” 

Francis, whose eyes had still 
been on the girl’s nakedness, rose in 
haste, feeling guilty again. ‘Yes, 
yes, Major...of course...’ He hurried 
off after Basil. The girl he presumed, 
would dress and make her way home 
in her own good time. When she had 
recovered a little of her composure. 

The Major handed over a far 
larger cheque towards the ‘Church 
Clock Fund’ than Francis had 
expected. He was profuse in his 
thanks. And should he say how much 
he had appreciated what he had seen 
that afternoon? Perhaps better not. 

‘I've learnt a lot,’ he contented 
himself with. 

‘Good,’ nodded the Major. Then 
came another of those awful winks. 
‘And don’t forget what I said — if 
you have any trouble in the choir, I 
mean. I'll sort it out with parents, 
never you fear.’ 

‘Thank — you...yes...Major...1'll 
certainly bear that in mind.” 

And Francis Quayle certainly 
meant what he said. There were 
quite a number of  trouble- 
makers, especially amongst the 
young ladies. Of course, if and when 
the occasion arose, it would be no 
more than his duty to be present... 


GOOD MANNERS 


‘Two teas and a ham roll.’ 

The girl at the counter slides two saucers off a pile and 
clunks two cups onto them. She pours in milk, then tea, 
then passes them to the customer. 

‘Sugar’s on the table, sir’ she says. 

‘Ham roll. 

‘Yes sir’. She takes the roll from a display cabinet with 
chromium tongs. ‘Anything else sir?’ 

‘No.’ Coins ring on the plate-glass counter. The man 
takes his teas and comes back for the roll. As he turns his 
back the girl pokes out her tongue, a small gesture, then 
she darts a glance sideways at a white-coated figure in the 
kitchen who has been watching the interchange between 
customer and employee. 

The girl’s cheeks are pink, probably from the heat of 
the hot water runs behind the counter, which enhances the 
look of guilt that comes over her pretty face as she realises 
that her little demonstration has not passed unnoticed. 
She looks away, eyes downcast, and neatens a pile of 
plates so that she doesn’t have to look up again. 

The man comes from the kitchen and along the narrow 
space behind the counter. He sidles slowly past the girl, 
behind her, having to turn sideways and put his hands on 
her hips to get through the gap. Her plump bottom 
brushes across his trouser front, each cheek in turn 
making it’s separate, soft-firm contact. 

‘No, mannenrs, some people’, he whispers in her ear, 
en passant: one hand trails, palm against the swell of her 
buttocks, as he squeezes it through the space and goes to 
the till. 

Not being sure whether he means her or the customer, 
the girl stares down at the tea-pot, a sulky look on her 
face, as he comes back, brushing past again, a hand 
stroking across the crowns of her firm bum-cheeks. 
‘Smacked bottom’s a good cure for lack of manners,’ he 
whispers again, meaning her, this time, without a shadow 
of a doubt, hand lingering where the line of her knickers 
curving diagonally up across a bum-cheek can be felt 
under the cotton of her thin waitress’s skirt. Smacked 
bottoms’s a cure for most things, in his book! The girl 
stacks cups and saucers and he comes back again, hands 
warm around her waist, the contact unseen by the three 
customers in the cafe. 

‘Better stay behind a bit, my girl, after we close.’ His 
breath is warm in her ear. ‘Have to teach you a bit about 
‘customer relations,’ before we lose ‘em all. eh?’ His palm 
finds the place where the feel of her knickers rising across 
spankable bum excites a pleasurable anticipation in his 
loins. The girl pouts resentfully and pretends not to have 
noticed the evidence of this anticipation as he re-passes 
her on his way back to the kitchen, trousers inevitably 
brushing bum-cheeks again. 


* * * * 


Her pale face appears in the hatch between cafe and 
kitchen. 

‘I've locked up,’ she says, lip not quite resisting the 
hint of a childish pout when the words are out. 

‘Pulled the blinds?’ 

‘Er — no,’ she bites her pouty lips up guiltily. 

‘Want the whole High Street to see you with your 
knickers down, do you?’ 
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“No’, she says awkwardly, embarrassed and beginning 
to blush. 

‘Better pull ‘em them.’ 

Her heels click on black and white diamond tiles, the 
blinds clatter down, her heels click again, she peeps 
through the hatch. 

“Done it?’ 

‘Yes—’ 

‘Right then. You know what's next. I'll be out when 
I've finished with this till roll." 

Her flushed face disappears. He gives her a few 
minutes, hearing cups being moved aside and even the 
rustle of clothes despite the rumble of traffic outside. He 
calls out in a patronising voice. 

‘And we won't forget the cane, will we, Linda —’ 

The cane is at the back of the shop: Linda appears a 
minute later, eyes averted, fingers fiddling as she pulls 
her knickers up the last little bit from outside her skirt 
then smoothes it down automatically. She comes back with 
the cane dangling from one hand and the tip click-clacking 
across the floor tiles behind her. Tears sparkle on her 
cheeks, though she weeps silently. He hears the cane 
rattle on the counter glass, catches the sound of a stifled 
sob; he puts the till roll into a drawer and goes out into the 
dining area. Linda looks at him miserably, wet-eyed and 
sniffly, hands up under her skirt, groping for her knickers. 

‘Please —’ she pleads, voice barely audible, and he 
choses deliberately to misinterpret her repeated ‘oh — 
please’. 

‘There you are, you see, you're learning already. 
‘Please’ and ‘thank you’ — all part of good manners.’ He 
smiles condescendingly. ‘Now, just get yourself across 
that table and /‘// do the undressing.’ 


* * * * 


Linda’s bare helpless bum trembles chubbily, cocked 
up behind her with an impudent look to it which simply 
invites the firm ‘smack’ of a briskly administered cane 
stroke. The girl blubs snottily, gagging on sobs, 
disobediently letting her legs dip in towards each other at 
the knees when she knows that her legs are supposed to be 
straight, and wide-spread. Her employer's patient voice 
insists that she should say the word, crying or not, sore 
bottomed or not, wanting-to-go-home or not. Linda gasps 
deep breaths and makes the word whimper from her lips. 

‘Th-th-thank you — oooh-000-hooo—’ 

‘That's right, Linda.’ The cane flicks waspishly across 
the backs of her thighs. ‘Legs straight, please — nice and 
straight.’ 

Linda’s legs snap straight; she clutches two-handed at 
the separate place on each thigh where the gingering-up 
stroke caught her and pants tearfully. 

‘And now stick this bottom up —’ Another teasing, 
playful but stinging stroke across the under-curves of the 
plump buttocks. Linda thrusts her shivery bum up; 
a despairing wail escapes her. 

‘And now, Linda, let me hear you say ‘Please sir.’ 
Understand? ‘Please, sir —’ 

It takes her half a minute to quieten her gasps and 
stumble out her ‘P-p-please, sir —’ the ‘sir’ is hardly 
complete before the cane smacks solidly across her up- 
thrust buttocks — 


SAINT 


CECELTA’ 


When John Craig B.A., M. Ed., 
(Cantab) applied for the job of junior 
housemaster at Saint Cecelias he 
made one of the best decisions in all 
his thirty years. 

To begin with the effect of a 
dishy male on the upper sixth was 
quite traumatic. Miss Jones the 
Headmistress stressed to John the 
need of discipline. 

‘None of your namby pamby 
State Sector at Saint Cecelias. We 
run a tight ship here and any trouble 
She paused ‘Beat ‘em, The girls 
need it and the parents expect it.’ In 
the event, although John Craig 
always carried a cane, his ‘Mr 
Whippy,’ as he affectionately called 
it — just as much a badge of office as 
his B.A. gown — he found the 
teaching of his gaggle of Lolitas a 
doddle. 

It wasn’t long before Craig had 
his girls mentally pigeon-holed 
according to their various 
characteristics. 

Mary Smith had a good brain and 
the prettiest of titties. Sarah Brown 
always chose the desk below the 
blackboard, teasing Craig with 
ample glimpses of thigh. In short, 
every day was a revealation, in one 
way or another. Mentally Craig was 
stimulated by the girls intellectual 
abilities; Physically — Well he 
was only too pleased that the 
billowing folds of his gown concealed 
the devestating effect that a glimpse 
of tit, underthigh or peachy pube 
had on him. 

Only one girl, Audrey Ponsoby, 
affected a calculated disdain towards 
the new member of the staff. Audrey 
— ‘Pon’ to her friends — was in 
truth a bit of a tearaway. 

She painted her toe nails a vivid 
green; smoked black Russian 
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Sobranie cigarettes and wore the 
most outre undergarments; open 
legged French knickers and half bra 
from Jean Roget. She was, so she 
confided to her pals, ‘quite safe’ 
having purloined a supply of foil- 
encased rubbers from her mum, the 
Honorable Lady Ponsoby who was no 
better than she should have been. 
Pon, like Craig, was content to play a 
waiting game. The other girls of her 
class giggled and flirted thoughout 
the lessons; ‘Pon’, suave and 
soignee, sat in the second row just 
near enough to give Craig exciting 
glimpses of the cleavage between 
the bewitching valley of her tits. She 
set out, as she vulgarly put it, to ‘get 
a rise’ out of Craig. As she crossed 
and recrossed one succulent thigh 
over the other she sensed that the 
sight of satin suspender ribbon 
stretching the welts of her gunmetal 
nylon stockings did just that thing. 


* * * * 


‘Pon’ glances at her Longines. It 
is only three o'clock ‘Golly! A full 
hour to wait for tea!’ An hour to wait 
before her fag and friend, the pretty 
and succulent Minnie Smith is due 
to attend to her needs; tea and 
crumpets toasted at the blazing 
hearth. Minnie might be her junior 
but ‘Pon’ has her well trained, and is 
she not a little darling? Audrey 
Ponsoby stretches her body the 
length of her study sofa and purrs. 

Truth to tell she ought to be out 
there on Saint Cecelia’s weekly run, 
pounding over the wintry Barset- 
shire countryside. But with a little 
guile, why not opt out of the exercise 
and spend a pleasant, decadent 
afternoon in the privacy of her 
study? Naturally one has to use a 


little cunning, but if nothing else 
‘Pon’ is cunning par excellence. 

Tog yourself out in the ridiculous 
Saint Cecelia’s P.E. Outfit: runners, 
white cotton socks, white cotton vest 
and navy blue, bum-hugging 
knickers. Then one stands shivering 
while the dishy Mr Craig’s eyes 
wander over you from head to toe: 
chapped thighs the tight stretch of 
knicks between your legs and the 
outstanding nubbins of your boobs. 
On these occasions would Audrey 
sometimes wish that that the good 
God might have given her titties a 
little less obvious. 

Craig whistles the pack away. 
Scoot off at top speed. Hard right at 
the Old Oak scarce five minutes from 
the start and back to one’s study. 
Now one has a full hour of idleness 
while the rest of the poor darlings 
puff and gasp their way over hill and 
dale. Come tea time, slip back to the 
Oak; an easy lead and Audrey will 
breast the tape the winner. Victor 
Ludorum, laurels and praise. Hot 
shower and crumpets for tea 
prepared by one’s fag. Two hours to 
supper.. Time enough, who knows, 
for a litle girlish dalliance with the 
aforementioned Minnie Smith. 

With the rest of the school away, 
circuiting painfully over the mud- 
squelching course, Audrey lies back 
in her study chair and indulges in 
idleness and sensuous reverie. She 
runs a hand lightly over her body 
raises her right leg languidly. She 
wriggles her toes. Allone of all the 
girls at Saint Cecelia’s Audrey paints 
her toe nails: deep apple green. Very 
sexy. 

Only last week Mr Grant, the 
school chaplain, in one of his pie- 
wiggings had accused Audrey of 
being narcisstic. If Audrey was not 
sure what the word meant, (flower 
power perhaps?) she sensed that it 
was something very wicked. The 
reverend Grant might be very old, all 
of fifty, but Audrey reckons that 
given the inclination she is quite 
capable of giving him an inexpensive, 
thrill. 

Pon flips the pages of a french 
novel which caught her attention in 
the school library. She chuckles to 
herself. That pretty Mmselle. 
had recommended it to her. In 
English it would be called a ‘Dirty 
book; in french it is literature. She 
finds the page which had so excited 
her at the last reading. ‘....I have 
with reckless hands raised the folds 
of your dress and comtemplated your 
bare bosom which though virginal is 
heavy with milk but only gave suck 
to divine lips. I have followed the 
entire tracing of its delicate blue 
veins to where the eye can no longer 
trace them. I have pressed my 
fingers to the teats as though I could 
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cause the celestial potion to jet forth 
in white jets. My lips have grazed 
the bud of the mystic rose... 
‘Reading and then re-reading this 
erotic story Pon can scarcely contain 
herself. She eases aside the thin 
shoulder strap of her vest to finger 
her nipples. The novel drops to the 
floor beside her. 

‘Pon’ grips the elasticated 
waistband of her running knicks and 
pulls them down, in no hurry, from 
the deep set swirl of her belly button 
over a tight muscled tum to free the 
tendrils of her bush. 

A certain instrument of relief 
purloined from mum goes to work, 
and a soft hum cuts out all sound 
from the outside world. 

A minute or so later there is a rap 
at the door of her study, but for the 
present, Pon is quite oblivious of all 
but her sensuous pleasure. 

Back at the school Craig has 
sauntered upwards to his victims 
lair. Was Craig stupid? Of course 
not. For a whole term, Pon and her 
wicked, idle ways have been under 
his surveillance. Now is the time to 
strike. The Head girl’s study door 
swings open. 

‘Enjoying yourself, eh?’ 

The ‘thing’ ceases to buzz and is 
pushed down between the cushion of 
Pon’s chair. All is confusion. The 
half clothed girl tries to cover herself 
and then reddens as she has to face 
the inevitable. Craig is stern of mien 

‘Got you my girl!’ He saunters 
magesterially to the centre of Pon’s 
study. Pon decides that to brazen it 
out in all the circumstances is not 
really on. Craig has indeed caught 
her ‘Flagrante delicto.’ 

‘Head Girl, what an example! 
Cheat on the run, bad example to the 
juniors and’, he glances at Pon’s 
mud-bespattered thighs. ‘Just look 
at yourself! What a sight!’ He 
pauses. 

‘Dirty girl — need a good clean 
up! — A little bit of discipline!’ Pon 
gulps.’ Discipline?’ 

‘Yes. Discipline. A good 
beating!’ The words of the Head- 
mistress come back to him. ‘Beat 
‘em hard. That’s what the parents 
expect, that’s what they deserve.’ 
Craig looks at his watch. Half an 
hour to go to the end of the run. 
Staff all out. He takes Pon by the 
arm. ‘Go and find your clothes, shall 
we? Down to the changing room.’ 

With Craig behind her, no one, 
but no one else is in the building. 
There is a full half hour before the 
pack of the upper sixth is due back 
and meantime Audrey and Craig 
are alone. 

‘Splat!’ and Craig’s Mr Whippy 
catches Pon mid thigh to encourage 
her down the steps. The door of the 
changing room shuts with a thud. 


Craig glances at his watch. 
Plenty of time to discipline the 
unruly Pon and to bring her to her 
senses. Pon is firmly pushed against 
the edge of the sink. 

‘Get these off shall we’? Craig 
watches as first the vest and then the 
knicks fall to the floor. He grasps a 
handy bar of red carbolic soap. Pon 
gasps as cold water splashes over 
her while vigorous hands lather the 
mud of the run from her thighs to 
gurgle away into the waste pipe. 

Back home at the manor Pon has 
been well used to giving her pet 
pooch, a snappy pekinese, his 
monthly shampoo. She would grasp 
him by the back of his neck, ignore 
his anguished barks and proceed to 
shampoo him all over. Minutes later 
the tyke would emerge, shaking 
dollops of water all over but fit for 
Crufts after a brisk rub. Now Pon 
waits with trepidation for her own 
medicine. 

She looks up appealingly. Her 
boobs are firm and outstanding. Two 
melons, firm as bullets and tipped by 


over sized nipples begging to give 
suck. 

‘Perhaps, sir? Well — you know 
sir’? Pon ventures. Perhaps — an 
understanding?’ Craig shakes his 
head. The little jezzebell. Try to 
seduce him! A h ousemater! No. 
Negative. No. 

Craig cups a bum check with his 
right hand and guides her 
squirming up into the sink, into the 
six inches of ice cold water. 

‘Christ’ gasps Pon, as she sits in 
the sink and the water seeps up the 
length of her thighs over her bush to 
lap just below her navel. 
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‘That's a good girl.’ He starts to 
wash away the last traces of mud 
from her thighs with his rough block 
of carbolic soap. Pon squirms and 
gasps as Craig's soap-filled hands 
cover first one and then the twin of 
her breasts, the nipples of which 
quite uncontrollably fill out to the 
caress. Fingers slide from her 
buttocks to her bush concealed 
under a snowy field of suds. Pon 
shivers unwittingly at the deft 
fondling of damp fingers. 

Craig recollects the latin tag of 
his schooldays. ‘In corpore sano 
mens sano’. In a clean body a clean 


mind. So far as the body is 
concerned, Craig is quite satisfied. 
From the auburn crown of her head, 
downwards from shoulder blades to 
the skin of her slim waist burgeoning 
over fulsome bum and down again 
past open-splayed legs to the dearest 
of tootsies, Audrey is as clean as a 
new pin. 

Audrey sits miserably in the sink. 
A forlorn tear drops and runs to a 
stop, arrested by the uprising of a 
tit. What an humiliation! To have 
been washed all over by the hateful 
Mr Craig! Oh the shame of it all! 
Craig leans forward and scoops up 


one of Pons discarded runners. 

‘Crack!’ He slaps the sole of her 
slipper against the sink. 

Firmly he pushes Pon face down- 
wards to lie gasping like a landed 
fish along the length of the sink 
surround. Completely naked now 
and glistening with damp, Pon’s 
body offers itself as sacrifice. On a 
dry skin the punishment would be 
painful. Against this flesh bedewed 
with water it will be horrendous! 

‘One!’ The slipper cracks down 
dead on target. 

‘Two!’ and the slipper slices in as 
a hot knife into butter. 


‘Three!’ A misfire catches Pon 
mid thigh. 

“Ooooogh!” 
hurts!" 

‘Four’ And quite uncontrollably 
Pon lets a hand run to the crease of 
her bum. 

‘Five!’ ‘Ooogh! Jesus Christ!’ 

Number six is to be the Daddy of 
them all. He pauses, raises the 
slipper full height. The air whistles 
as he catches her deep in the crease 
of thigh and bum cheek. 

Pon blubbers 
uncontrollably. 

Upstairs later, and back in the 


That bloody well 


quite 


study, Minnie Smith with a plate of 
buttered crumpets waits for the 
Head girl. Talk of tea and sympathy! 
Pon sobs out the whole unhappy 
story. Both agree that men are 
horrid. Min wipes away Pon’s tears. 
The cool sheets of Pon’s bed invite. 
Girlish limbs interwine. Minnie dips 
her fingers deeply. Pon forgets the 
horrors of the afternoon. The pain 
disappears and gives way to sweet 
nothings as Minnie’s hands stroke 
away those horrid burnings of her 
bumcheeks. All tensions depart in a 
warm sensation; only’ to be 
experienced by very good friends. 
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OMESTIC 
ISCIPLINE 


For the third time that morning, 
the train ground slowly to a halt. 
Signal failure, the guard had 
announced. Shuffling across the seat 
to avoid the full glare of the late 
morning sun, John regretted opting 
for a late start that day. But at least 
the carriage wasn't crammed to 
bursting as it would have been 
during the rush hour. 

He glanced idly down from the 
railway embankment into the back 
gardens of the row of semis below, 
noticing how each house had made 
use of exactly the same amount of 
space to create a little oasis of 
flowers and lawns, vegetable 
patches and patios. A movement 
from the house nearest the train 
caught his eye, the large expanse of 
sliding french windows allowing the 
full glare of the sun to illuminate the 
room. 

Leaning forward, he pulled the 
carriage window down. There it was 
ain. The same flash of movement, 
and a grin spread slowly across his 
face as he realised what he was 
witnessing. The silent drama 


From a Train’ 


continued, unaware of the grand- 
stand audience of one. Or had some- 
one else on that same train chanced 
to look the same way at the same 
time? 

The figure bent over the table 
was definitely female. She must be 
young, as he could see the knee- 
length white socks as they kicked 
into the air. The skirt, turned up her 
back, revealed a bottom apparently 
still clad in pale knickers. The 
implement was indefinable. A 
slipper, perhaps, or a hairbrush? 

The train gave a sudden jerk, and 
began to move. He craned his head 
out of the window to catch a last view 
of the domestic drama being played 
out as if in mime behind the glass, 
silently painful. 

Face pressed close to the cool 
surface of the table, Annie breathed 
heavily as the plimsoll — for that 
indeed it was — rose and fell onto 
her thinly-protected bottom. Had 
she known skipping school would 
have resulted in this, she would have 
thought again about slipping down 
to the river for the morning. Typical 


to bump into Mrs Saunders, who ran 
her Guide group. And even more 
typical of old Saunders to resort to a 
more ‘traditional’ form of punish- 
ment than that approved by her 
school. 

The room was warm. Too warm. 
Annie could feel the slight stickiness 
of her nervousness. The spanking 
over, she stood, clasping hands to 
throbbing hot cheeks. The skirt fell, 
covering her guilt, and Mrs 
Saunders led the way to the front 
door. In the rear garden next door 
the retired gentleman pruning his 
roses smiled to himself in the 
knowledge that Mrs Saunders had 
once again been carrying out her 
community responsibility for today’s 
young ladies. 

The sounds of distress from her 
house were a regular occurrence, the 
visits from pretty little things, many 
in school uniform, a pleasure to 
witness. It irritated him that the 
dividing fence was too high to permit 
a view of the proceedings, so he had 
to content himself with the aural 
experience. 


Window: An Interior 


Friday evenings were his 
favourite time. When Doris was out 
and there was a veritable queue next 
door as Mrs Saunders dealt with the 
guilty youngsters sent there by 
parents and teachers alike. Some 
with notes, some with verbal 
pleadings. All went away clasping a 
little pink slip which indicated that 
they had received their just desserts, 
proof to the person sending them 
that the job had been done as 
requested. 

The little sideline at number 42 
had started in a small way with rare 
disciplinary visits to the middle-aged 
widow. Since then, her neighbour 
had seen all sorts of youngsters 
enter the house. Even, on two 
occasions, rather older girls whom 
he recognised. One, an assistant at 
the chemists in the town, and the 
other an usherette at the cinema he 
attended for their special Senior 
Citizens’ afternoon shows. She had 
been slippered, he knew, the sound 
clear through the adjoining wall, the 
yelps proof of her unfamiliarity with 
that implement. 


‘And today is Friday,’ he thought 
to himself. ‘I wonder who's on the 
menu for tonight?’ Sitting looking 
out of his front window, he saw a 
likely candidate bouncing down the 
road, a very pretty girl with dark hair 
framing her face in a fashionable 
bob, cut high at the back. What he 
would have called ‘a little cracker." 
Seven o'clock. Dead on time! Out of 
uniform, the youngster looked older, 
but she couldn't be more than 
sixteen. She disappeared from view. 


A knock at the door. Timid at 
first, then rather firmer. ‘Coming,’ 
yelled Mrs Saunders. ‘Ah come in 
dear. Back again I see.’ 

The girl handed over a slim 
envelope. The contents scanned 
briskly, and slipped back. A grim set 
to her mouth as she led the way into 
the still-bright dining room. 

‘We'll have those jeans off, if you 
please, Lisa.’ The pop of the stud 
followed by the buzz of the 
descending zipper, the two leaves 
parting to reveal a pair of brightly 
coloured panties as the jeans were 


tugged, wriggled and heaved off the 
teenage hips. Plonking down into a 
convenient chair, Lisa pulled off her 
ankle boots and worked the jeans off 
her legs. Brown and smooth, nicely 
shaped, with the lightest dusting of 
fair hair on her thighs. 

She stood, nervously fingering 
the hem of her blouse, as Mrs 
Saunders pushed an old saddle 
trestle into position in front of the 
french windows. Bought for a couple 
of pounds in the local auction rooms, 
the trestle had proved very useful. 

The bright pink knickers had 
worked their way between her 
cheeks and into her crotch, outlining 
the curve of buttock and labial 
privacy. A wedge of bare flesh 
visible below the lower edge of the 
fabric, the top of the division 
between the cheeks, fringed by 
blonde down, appearing above the 
waistband. 

‘Sixth form isn’t it now?’ 

“Yes, miss." 

“Should know better, eh?’ 

“Yes, Miss." 

‘Well, this isn’t going to be 


pleasant, Lisa, so let’s get it over 
with. Go to the cupboard and pick 
something out.” 

The soft buttocks undulated 
gently as she crossed to the tall wall 
cupboard and opened the door. 
Inside, on hooks, a choice of two 
crook-handled canes, two leather 
tawses, a thick leather paddle and a 
large plimsoll. Lisa eyed up the 
lethal array. Her bottom had already 
been acquainted with the slipper, 
and the canes looked long and 
fiercely stinging. She opted for the 
shorter of the two straps, and took it 
down from its hook before closing 
the cupboard door. 

‘A good leathering will do very 
well, Lisa,’ agreed Mrs Saunders. 
‘Over you go.” 

Lisa lowered herself gingerly 
over the padded trestle, gripping the 
crossbar on the far side and 
wriggling her hips higher on the 
main beam. Finally, as she 
remembered from her previous visit, 
she spread her legs until her bare 
toes touched the edges of the 
supports. The position was 
humiliating in the extreme, but with 
Mrs Saunders it wasn’t something 
Lisa really thought about. There was 
plenty to concentrate on, with the 
forthcoming attraction being her 
now very prominent backside, the 
pink fabric straining to contain it. 

Fingers gripped the brief 
knickers and Lisa heaved herself a 
fraction off the main bar to allow 
their downward passage, no word of 
command required, obedience and 
compliance the rule. 

With her legs spread wide, the 
material rested just below the apex, 
the delicate smoothness of inner 


thighs giving way to the darker hued 
flesh and pubic puff which lay 
undisguised to the gaze. Mrs 
Saunders turned her attention to the 
thick length of leather, laying it 
gently across the now bared cheeks. 
The sun cast a warm late afternoon 
glow into the room, the holiday tan 
on the girl’s legs and back betrayed 
by the paleness of her softer region, 
the dark hair tumbling to hide her 
face. 

A knock at the door. Lisa’s head 
tilted up. ‘Wait there. I won't be a 
moment.’ She saw Mrs Saunders 
disappear through the door to the 
hall, a short conversation. Another 
girl’s voice, high and nervous. A 
first-timer? The front door closed, 
then another. The next applicant had 
been put in the ‘waiting room.’ Lisa 
looked back between her legs to see 
two birds fighting on the lawn, the 
object of their argument a long worm 
half-removed from the ground. And 
here she was. 

Lisa looked up as Mrs Saunders 
came back, stepped smartly up to 
the side of the trestle, and delivered 
a smarting practice shot with the 


tawse. Her buttocks tensed 
involuntarily. 

‘Just relax, dear. This won't take 
long.’ 


The cheeks lost their concave 
appearance, and the leather 
wrapped itself willingly across their 
plump fullness with a noisy crack. 

Lisa could see the strap hanging 
by Mrs Saunders’ leg as she waited 
for her to stop wriggling. It 
disappeared, and the second 
stinging, deeply burning blow 


arrived a moment later. Lisa 
suppressed her instinct to cry out. 


She could still see the birds 
battling over the worm, and watched 
a train pass by on the embankment 
at the end of the garden. If only they 
knew what went on in here, she 
thought. 

Four more times the tawse was 
laid across the teenager's bare 
buttocks, the reddening bands of 
colour deepening in hue, tinged with 
purple on her right cheek where the 
strap’s tails bit more deeply. A cry 
was forced from Lisa's lips, more a 
moan, as she strove to contain the 
churning in her stomach and the 
pain in her bottom. 

“You may get up, my dear, and 
take this back.’ Lisa slumped down 
from the trestle onto her knees, and 
stood up slowly, touching her tender 
rear-end with care before taking the 
tawse and putting it back on its hook. 
She wished now she hadn't chosen to 
wear jeans, as getting them on 
would be painful, walking home in 
them even more so. 

‘Here's the slip for your mum, 
Lisa. I hope you don’t have to come 
over to see me again under these 
circumstances. I'll see you at Guides 
next week though, won't I?’ 

“Yes, Mrs Saunders.” 

As Lisa slunk out of the door, 
Mrs Saunders called: ‘Jane, come 
along please.” 

A tall fair-haired girl, long coltish 
legs, slim. She had been recognised 
as the girl from the cinema by the 
neighbour as she scuttled past his 
front window. Sensibly dressed in 
knee length summer dress, no 
tights, open shoes, her long hair 
worn scraped back from an attractive 
if angular face now creased with 
worry. No first-timer, Jane. Given 
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the choice of a visit to Mrs Saunders 
or having her wage packet docked 
for ‘stock shortages,’ Jane had for 
the second time decided that pain 
was preferable to penury. 

‘Disappointed to see you back 
here, Jane. What have you been up 
to this time?’ asked Mrs Saunders 
sympathetically. 

“Stock shortages, again, I’m 
afraid, but I don’t understand how 
the stuff went missing. I'm so 
careful with my checks and things.’ 

‘I'm sure you are, dear. But it 
says here,’ she brandished the note, 
‘that you are £32 short.’ 

‘I know. That's what he said.’ 

‘Well I don’t see how I can let 
you off with a slippering this time, 
Jane. You're a bit old for that aren't 
you.’ It was a statement, Jane 
realised, not a question. 

The cupboard was opened, and 
Jane’s mouth went dry as she saw 
the longer of the two slim yellow 
rattan canes pulled off its hook. 

She lifted up her skirt without 
being told, and at a nod from Mrs 
Saunders pulled the striped briefs 
down to mid-thigh. She felt the cool 
breeze from the partly open french 
windows cool on her flesh. 

‘Just touch yo ur toes, dear.’ 
Jane bent to obey, noticing a 
smudge of dirt on her right shoe. She 
wiped it off without thinking as her 
fingers pressed down. 

The cane raised, the garden 
silent, the birds departed now that 
the object of their fight had been 
divided into two almost equal 
portions. The rumble and rattle of 
the train, the squeal of brakes, and 
silence again. Jane looked past her 
legs to see the carriages on the 


embankment, and noticied a pale 
face peering out of a window. 

The arrival of the first scorching 
stroke made her forget anything 
other than the discomfort applied to 
her naked bottom, searing a red 
hrand from hip to hip. 

Gazing in delight from the train 
John congratulated himself for 
staying late at the office that Friday 
afternoon. If he had left on time with 
the rush hour crowds, he would have 
missed another delight. It wasn’t 
often one had occasion to thank 
breakdowns and signal problems, 
but on this occasion British Rail had 
unwittingly provided a ringside seat 
to another great show. It was clear 
the girl was being caned, and hard. 
The sight of her pale, defenceless 
backside being soundly thrashed 
made him curious as to how she had 
come to be in such an unfortunate 
position. And who the energetic lady 
could be, administering the beating 
with such skill. 

The girl half-stood for a moment, 
there was an exchange between the 
two participants, and she lowered 
herself down again to receive a 
further three evidently painful 
strokes, for the recipient jerked 
forward with each blow. By this 
time, he was hanging out of the 
carriage window to improve his 
view. But the reflections in the glass 
and the low evening sun made it 
difficult to see as well as the 
previous day. 

The girl stood, clasping her 
bottom, and he saw she was taller 
than the woman holding the cane. 


walked down the garden, touching 
her bottom tenderly. 

She looked up suddenly, and 
caught sight of him. Their eyes met 
for a moment, and the train started 
to move. She smiled hesitantly, 
wondering if he could have 
witnessed her embarrassment. He 
smiled back, and without thinking 
called out ‘Ten out of ten!’ 

She laughed at that, knowing he 
must have witnessed it all. Later that 
evening, at the cinema, a man she 
thought she recognised kept looking 
at her strangely. When the queue for 
ice-creams had gone, she started up 
the aisle with her tray, and he held 
out his hand for her to stop. 

‘Do you have a Cornetto left?’ he 
asked. 

“Yes, strawberry or vanilla?’ 

‘It was you, wasn’t it?’ he 
whispered. 

“It was me what?’ 

‘You know. I saw you from the 
train, out in the garden after you’d 
been...” 

‘Oh that! Yes, I'm afraid so.” 

‘She seemed to be hitting you 
awfully hard. How many did you 
get?’ 

‘Six of the best. They were 
bloody hard, too, but not as bad as 
what the girls get in this film.’ 

‘Really?’ The lights started to 
dim, and the music for the titles 
began. ‘I hope you'll be ok.’ 

‘Thanks,’ she whispered, and 
melted into the darkness at the back 
of the stalls. 

The certificate came up on the 
screen to announce that The story of 
‘On% e S itable for 


ooking Back: Part Two 


Henry Ashley lit a pipe, then 
opened his favourite book. This was 
his personal record of some rather 


special activities at Marston's 
Teacher Training College. Every 
entry on every page brought back 
memories. Of course, it was all long 
ago now. He'd been retired ten years 
not that he felt at all old. Henry was 
still very fit and active. 

Sometimes he wished he could 
share that book and also he was 
sorry that he had not got more 
photographic records. There were 
just a few snapshots of some of the 
young ladies he had been able to 
‘deal’ with. Those who had got 
themselves into some kind of 
trouble; those who were prepared to 
go to almost any length to get a 
preview of an Examination Paper. 
As Deputy Head at Martson’s, 
Henry had access to such material. 

Still, he couldn't share that book 
any more than anyone can share 
such personal memories. The simple 
entries he had made at the time, 
would mean very little to an 
outsider. To him they meant a very 
great deal. He riffled through the 
pages of that black exercise book 
until he came almost to its end...to 
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the records he made just a week or 
so before he had to retire. They 
made you retire at 60 at Marston’s 
and most teachers were glad of that. 
Not Henry, though, for he reckoned 
he was going to lose more than he 
was going to gain. He was going to 
lose a whole way of life. One which 
he knew he would never be able to 
replace., 

That's why he treasured that 
book so highly. 


* * * * 


One of the very last entries read: 

“Alice Manners sent a note to my 
study (or, more likely, slipped it 
under the door herself.) It was 
marked strictly personal so, 
naturally, I was intrigued. The girl is 
a pretty young thing, in her first 
year. From the records I had 
received of her training, she didn’t 
seem too academically bright. It was 
the opinion of most teachers, I 
gathered, that she wouldn't last the 
course. 

I opened the letter, finding the 
handwriting rather immature. It 
seemed to reflect the girl's 
character. 


( USRRRAc Sr ds 
Me 


Dear Sir, 

One of the students, a close 
friend of mine, told me that __ under 
certain circumstances __ you were 
personally able to help with Exam 
Work. 

I have formed the opinion I need 
all the help I can get if am going to 
qualify as a Teacher and, since this 
is what I desire more than anything, 
I would like to come and discuss the 
matter with you. 

Please leave a sealed note for 
me, marked Personal, on the 
Student's Notice Board. Thank you. 

Yours sincerely, 


Alice Manners’ 


* * * * 


Although I was happy to receive 
such a note I was a little disturbed 
that one of my ‘naughty’ students 
had obviously ‘spilled the beans’ 
tivities in this area. It 
understood between 
elf that what went 
on behind closed doors was strictly 
— but most strictly — between 
ourselves. Lucky, I thought, that I 
am at the end of my career. If it had 


happened early on I would have been 
far more worried. Indeed, I might 
have had to abandon all such 
activities. 

I would, I decided find out who 
the ‘bean-spiller’ was and deal with 
her accordingly. 

Typed an unsigned note to Alice 
Manners, as follows: 

‘Received your missive. Am 
prepared to discuss how I can be of 
help. Come to Classroom B6 at 8pm 
Wednesday evening. Tell no one of 
this arrangement.’ 

Didn’t want to take any chances. 
Certainly didn’t want the girl 
blabbing to her friend who had put 
her on to me. 

Classroom B6, which I had used 
before, is very convenient for it is 
well apart from the others and is well 
sound-proofed. This is on account of 
the fact it was used, once upon a 
time, for Student's private music 


practice. 
Very understandable! 
Am looking forward to 


Wednesday. A new girl is always 
something special. 

Alice arrived a little late. That 
annoyed me; or worried me rather. 
For I thought she might have got 
scared and cried off at the last 
moment. 

Then my heart gave a little 
thump as I saw the outline of her 
through the glass door at the end of 
the corridor. I had deliberately kept 
the classroom door open. It made no 
difference since the corridor was 
sound-proofed as well.Then in she 
came, looking very nervous. Very 
sweet, too. She was wearing singlet 
and shorts. 

‘Good evening Alice. Been in the 
Gym?’ 

‘Good evening, Sir. No...hockey 
practice, sir.” 

‘Ohh...it seems that our team 
needs it. I was looking through this 
Term’s records. Not too good eh?’ 

‘N-no...sir...’ Her voice was soft 
and low. 

“You in the team, Alice?’ I had 
suddenly had an idea. 

‘I'm captain, sir...’ She was 
twiddling her thumbs, obviously 
wishing I'd get off the subject of 
hockey. 

‘What can I do for you, Alice?’ I 
asked at last. 

She went a bit pink and took a 
deep breath. All very difficult for 
her. I could well understand that. 
‘I'd like some help with my next 
exam, sir.” 

‘Extra training from me, you 
mean?’ I enquired innocently. 

‘N-not exactly, sir. My friend told 
me... 

At once I raised my hand. ‘May I 
ask, pray, who that friend was?’ 

She hesitated. ‘Judy...Judy 
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Cranston, sir.’ 

One of them in her second year. 
Could even be on her last term. Yes, 
I'd ‘dealt’ with her several times. 
She'd always passed her exams well. 
I made a note to have her in that 
same classroom shortly and give her 
a damned good hiding for being so 
indiscreet. 

“What did she tell you, Alice?’ 

She went pinker and seemed to 
have difficulty in speaking. ‘That... 
you...that it might be possible...to 
well...to see my exam paper.’ She 
paused, looking rather desperate. 
‘Some of it anyway...’ 

‘Oh, she told you that, did she? 
And did she tell you anything else?’ 

Now she went from pink to 
scarlet and her lower lip trembled. 
“Yes...sir’ 

‘What?’ 

‘That...that there w-would be 
would be...a...a__ penalty...sir... 
Alice lowered her eyes. 

‘Quite right,’ I said. ‘A young 
woman could expect nothing else for 
wanting to cheat so brazenly! Don't 
you agree?’ 

‘I...I s-suppose so, sir.’ She was 
beginning to look scared. ‘It...it is 
true...isn't it...sir?’ I reckon she was 
thinking she might have been led 
into a trap. So I let her wait quite a 
while for my answer. Softening her 
up, as it were. 

‘Yes, it’s true, Alice,’ I said at 
last. She looked almost relieved. ‘I 
have helped a few ‘special cases’ 
where I think the Student merited it. 
If, for example, I have believed she 
would make a _ good teacher 
ultimately, even if she lacked some- 
thing academically. As in your case.’ 

‘Thank you, sir.’ She gave a little 
nervous smile at the compliment. 
Then she looked scared again. 
Having got over the first hurdle 
(broken the ice, as it were), she had 
an even bigger one to face. 

‘T cane all students who wish to 
see their exam papers in advance,’ I 
stated flatly. 

Alice dropped her head. ‘Yes, 
sir. So I was led to understand...’ 

‘And you are prepared to be 
caned for this privilege? And say 
nothing?’ 

‘That's right, sir...’ She was 
trembling now, but I could see she 
was determined. 

‘Very well then, Alice. But once 
you've made up your mind, there’s 
no going back.’ Then I put the little 
idea I had had earlier into practice. 
Taking the hockey records from my 
pocket, I went across and wrote them 
on the blackboard. Goals for, goals 
against. ‘Add those up for me, 
Alice,’ I said. She looked a little 
baffled, but did so. I wrote the totals 
at the bottom of each column. There 
were 10 goals for and 30 against. 
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‘What's the difference, Alice?’ 
‘Well...it’s obvious, sir. 20.’ 
‘Precisely. An exceedingly poor 

record. So I intend to kill two birds 
with one stone, this evening. To 
exact a penalty for your exam paper 
+and get you to encourage your 
team to play far better hockey for the 
rest of the Term. Twenty strokes 
seems to fit the bill...’ 

‘Twenty!’ She almost shrieked it 
out. ‘Oh no...1 couldn't stand that! 
Not twenty. Let’s call it off...’ She 
even turned to the door. 

Well, it was a bit steep. Not that I 
intended them to be very hard 
strokes. Then I had another idea. 
‘Not all this evening, you silly girl,’ I 
said hastily. ‘Ten tonight. Then the 
other ten next week.’ It would be 
nice to have her back, in any event. 

‘T-ten...’. she said nervously, 
considering. 

‘It’s what I gave Judy,’ I said. 

‘Yes...she told me.’ She talks 
altogether too much that young 
woman, I thought, I'll really give it 
her. Alice was summoning her 
resolve. ‘Alright then...but...but not 
too h-hard please...I...I’m only 17...’ 

‘Is that all,’ I smiled. ‘I'd never 
have guessed.’ I took the cane off the 
door handle where it had been 
hooked. ‘Right then, Alice. Judy will 
doubtless have told you of the 
procedure?’ 

The girl looked — flustered. 
‘M-must I...really? I m-mean...these 
shorts are s-so thin...’ Was that, I 
wondered, why she had kept them 
on...hoping I'd let her off taking 
them down? How foolish? 

‘Yes, you really must. A caning is 
only truly effective when 
administered on the bare bottom?’ 

‘B-bare bottom?’ Had she, I 
wondered afresh, been hoping to 
keep her knickers on too? No chance! 

‘That's right, Alice. Bare 
bottom.’ I tapped the desk top. 
‘Now, up on here, Miss, and let’s get 
on with it. The more you dilly-dally 
and shilly-shally, the harder I will be 
on you. Come along, take your 
medicine like all the others have 
done.” 

She gulped, went suddenly pale, 
but climbed up on to the desk. ‘Oh... 
this is a-awful...’ she said, almost to 
herself. 

‘You asked for it,’ I said sharply. 
‘Take down those shorts.’ I have 
always found it pays to be brusquely 
commanding in such moments 
(rather like a drill sergeant) for it 
rattles them. Rattles them into 
obedience. 

Down came the thin shorts, to 
expose an even thinner pair of white 
briefs clinging skin-tight to a most 
excellently-shaped young bottom. 
Alice Manners certainly was a bonus 
in my final weeks of Deputy 
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Headship! ‘Now the knickers.’ 

‘Oh...please...” 

‘Now!’ I barked. Then I was 
delighted to see them pushed down 
as well. Shorts to her knees, knickers 
fractionally above. That bare bottom 
curved splendidly taut as she knelt, 
repeatedly turning her head towards 
towards me. 

‘N-not...h-hard...please...not 
h-hard...’ she begged. 

I said nothing, but tapped her 
bottom. How deliciously it quivered 
all over as the soft nates clenched. 
Then I gave her a goodish cut. 
Nothing too savage but not too 
gentle either. 

‘Ooooowww...ahhhhh!’ That 
certainly made that young bottom 
bounce and twist. Had it hurt more 
or less than she expected? Her 
behind was twisting in apprehension 
of the second cut. 

‘Keep it square,’ I said. Then 
round it came...and I gave it a 
second wristy cut. 

‘Owww...ohhh...nooo!” Hands 
clasped at the weal. Eyes turned to 
me pleadingly ‘Oohhh...not so 
hard...” 

I ignored the plea. ‘Put your 
hands up behind your back, Alice, 
and keep them there. This is by no 
means a severe caning. I gave it to 
your friend Judy far harder. Largely 
because she’s two years older.’ 

There came a little sob, but the 
hands went up. Numbers three and 
four fell in quick succession, having 
her yelping loudly, throwing back 
her head, her hindquarters jerking 
back and forth. I like to vary the 
spacing of my strokes. When they 
don't know quite when they are 
coming, it adds considerably to the 
tension. Now I kept her waiting. The 
nates were twitching; she was 
breathing fast. ‘It will all be worth it, 
Alice,’ I said. Then I gave her two 
more strokes in quick sucession... 
which had her yelping louder and 
clasping at her juddering bottom 
again. 


hhhaaahbh...I...don’t think I 
can st-stand any more...’ she gasped 
out. 

‘Don’t be foolish, young woman,’ 
I said sternly. ‘We’re halfway. You 
don’t want to waste all you've 
received so far, do you? Put your 
hands down underneath you. Down 
between your legs.’ 

‘O-oh...s-sir...sir!’ Her young 
eyes were glistening with tears. 

‘Come, come, Alice, be brave. 
This is nothing compared with what 
some others have had!’ That was 
true, but did she believe me? 
However, she was a_ complete 
novice. I have noticed, over the 
years, how much more fortitude and 
powers of endurance a young woman 
displays after she has had two or 
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three canings. Alice’s buttocks 
curved even more tautly as she put 
her arms beneath her and slid them 
between her thighs. Mmmm...yes... 
very nice! 

The next six strokes took longer 
to give than the first six had done.. 
for Alice was all over the place on top 
of that desk. Almost right off it 
several times, as she squirmed so 
violently as the cane bit into her 
increasingly tender flesh. 

Oh how she pleaded! But, as 
ever, I was absolutely firm with her. 
Once a girl has made up her mind, 
she has to go through with it. That 
has been a cardinal rule with me 
throughout my career at Marston’s. 
Spanning twenty years, it has proved 
a most excellent rule! 

As I laid on number ten, Alice, 
kicking out, twisting left and right, 
slumped right down on to the table. 
Now she was sobbing her heart out. 
Should I make her kneel up again? 
Make her curve that bottom for me? 
There seemed no point. She would 
be back next week anyway. For her 
second dose. So I let her lie flat down 
there...and gave her the last two 
cuts really hard. 

My, how those made that bottom 
bounce up and down! How she 
yelled! Not for the first time was I 
grateful for the sound-proofing. I 
gazed down at that well striped 
young posterior...most glad to know 
that I would have it exposed again to 
me in one week's time. 

Sobbing and sobbing, Alice lay 
flat down on the desk top, her arms 
draped over the end, drooping to the 
floor. Her knickers and shorts 
remained down. Either she had not 
got the strength or the will to pull 
them up again. Certainly she no 
longer seemed to care a damn that I 
was gazing down upon her naked 
bum. The incessant pain of the weals 
I had just raised was doubtless a far 
more potent factor in her little world 
at that moment. 

“Back next week then, Alice, eh?’ 
I said. ‘For a nice long look at those 
papers. And something else, of 
course.’ 

She made no answer; just sobbed 
on and on. But I knew she would be 
back. They always did come back. If 
they wanted something badly 
enough, they were prepared to pay 
for it. 

I walked from the room and down 
the corridor, leaving her still lying 
there. 

Still sobbing. 

I thought it best to leave her 
there. To recover in her own time. 
When she was ready, she would 
make her way back to her own digs. 
Where, I was sure, a generous 
application of cold cream would be 
made to a beautiful, burning bottom! 
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LEADER CRISIS 


CHEER- 


The golden skinned bare legs 
kicked high, the short blue skirts 
flicking up at the back to reveal 
young thighs tensed with the effort 
of their enthusiastic contortions. 
Pom-poms rustled as they whirled 
round in team-inspiring arcs, the 
chanting breathless in its excite- 
ment: ‘Royal Blues, Royal Blues, rah 
rah rah!’ 

The heat had produced a sheen of 
dampness across the girls’ foreheads 
and temples, the physical activity 
vigorous enough to build up an even 
greater sweat in the -appreciative 
onlookers. The occasional glimpse of 


taut white cotton under the 
tantalisingly brief skirts served only 
to heighten the atmosphere close to 
the cheerleader line. 

Six youngsters, none out of their 
teens, all presenting that aura of 
well-washed innocence coupled with 
simmering sexuality. Three blondes, 
one redhead, one brunette, and one 
dark-haired beauty with liquid 
green eyes. As their team scored, an 
ecstatic leap for the sky, legs 
akimbo, gave a_ simultaneous 
glimpse of six pairs of cotton-clad 
lower cheeks as wind resistance 
briefly overcame gravity. 


The match whistle went, the 
game was over, and the line went 
into the victory routine with more 
energy than ever, caught up in the 
fervour of their team’s success. As 
one, the girls turned and trotted 
briskly towards the changing rooms. 
A member of the college staff walked 
purposefully over and handed a 
folded piece of paper to the leading 
blonde, Sammie, and the stunning 
dark-haired girl at the other end of 
the line, Victoria. 

Both girls looked at one another 
as they tripped into the locker room, 
simultaneously pulling open the 
folded notes, on Principal’s note- 
paper. 

There was no time to shower and 
change. The note stated an emphatic 
‘4pm prompt’. The two hearts beat 
faster in nervous anticipation. The 
others, noticing the looks exchanged 
between the two, smiled knowingly. 
A summons by note did not bode 
well. 

The clock on the wall showed 
4.10. Still they stood waiting, the 
whirr of the fan on the wall the only 
sound now the secretary had gone. 
Victoria fidgeted, snapping the 
elastic at the waist of her knickers 
and idly tugging them lower on her 
bottom to cover the thick crease of 
flesh which had escaped. Sammie 
sighed. No word was exchanged. 
The whirr of the fan was joined 
briefly by a buzzing insect, which 
flew in a lazy arc round the room 
before settling on a silver trophy on 
the mantlepiece. 

Both girls started simultaneously 
as the low rumble of voices behind 
the Principal’s door stopped and 
there was a scraping of furniture on 
the polished wood floor. 

Their eyes widened as the first, 
instantly recognisable muffled 
impact came through the door, 
followed immediately by a strangled 
cry. A second blow, and a third. 
They looked at one another and 
mouthed silently ‘strap!’ Victoria 
gulped 

The fourth impact raised a louder 
yelp from the unfortunate recipient, 
the sound indicating that the 
implement was perhaps being used 
with the target area bare. Two more 
solid slaps resounded, and the door 
was flung open by a flushed and 
rather plump girl, clasping her 
hands to her blazing rear. Sammie 
recognised her from the chess club. 
The door swung shut with a hiss. 

“Christ that hurt!” 

‘Sounded like you were getting it 
bare bum,’ said Sammie, half 
statement, half query. 

The other girl nodded 
confirmation: ‘Bloody sod. No right.’ 

The buzzer by the door sounded, 
and the light came on: ‘Enter.’ 

“Good luck,’ she whispered. 

34 


The conversation in the study 


was more than a little one-sided, the 
girls confining their responses to 
confirmations or denials. The 
Principal admired the athletic lithe- 
ness of the pair, the smooth legs 
tapering into the blue training shoes, 
the white socks contrasting against 
the tan. But it was the other end of 
those limbs which promised greater 
delights, the hidden apex with its 
secrets, and the rounded protuber- 
ances of their teenage buttocks. 

The bright sun slanted through 
the shutters, broken into thin strips 
of light which seemed to burn 
through the thin T-shirt covering the 
girls’ chests. Victoria’s nipples 
pushed defiantly against the 
insubstantial brassiere, her breasts 
almost struggling to burst their 
bonds. Sammie’s chest, though less 
impressive in proportions, provided 
two pert appendages to her slim 
frame. 

The Principal noticed Victoria’s 
eyes drifting as he talked, to light on 
the twin implements of chastisement 
lying on the back of the settee. The 
three-tailed leather tawse with its 
embossed handle, and the wicked 
length of gleaming malacca cane 
with its curved handle and black grip 
formed from heavy tape and covered 
with a terry-towel wristband. 

The pain and disgrace of corporal 
punishment would be considerably 
less embarrassing than removal 
from the cheerleader squad. Sammie 
in particular, its leader, would suffer 
a crushing humiliation in the eyes of 
her contemporaries and juniors. 
Victoria, much admired by the 
teaching staff for her physical 
qualities, was no academic whizzkid 
and relied on squad membership for 
holding her own. 

Both girls nooded their acquie- 
scence, Victoria following Sammie’s 
lead. Best to get it over with. There 
was hardly a flicker of surprise as 
they were ordered to remove their 
skirts. Standing there incongruously 
clad in T-shirt, white briefs and 
trainers, they watched as the 
Principal walked to the settee. 

‘Face the window, a yard apart, 
and bend over.’ Their backs turned, 
the teenagers bent reluctantly down 
and looked back past their legs to see 
what fate awaited them. At least it 
was not to be bare. ‘Grip your 
ankles.’ 

The steps on the polished wood 
seemed unnaturally loud as the 
Principal approached and_ stood 
beside them. Sammie felt her T-shirt 
being pulled up her back until it 
rested somewhere around her 
shoulder blades, gathered below her 
breasts which resisted its further 
progress. Moving to stand in front of 
Victoria, he reached over and pulled 
the T-shirt up in one firm movement, 


holding both sides, until it rested on 
her shoulders, her breasts bouncing 
as they leaped free in their slim 
cups. 

The crunch of a car on the gravel 
outside caused him to turn and look 
through the shutters, and Sammie 
shot a quick grimace at her friend, 
mouthing ‘How many?’ An 
imperceptible shrug was her only 
response. The cold fingers brushing 
against her waist made Victoria 
flinch as they fitted into the waist- 
band of her briefs and pulled them 
slowly, inexorably down over her 
bottom to rest at mid-thigh. She 
squeezed her eyes tightly as if to 
shut out the humiliation of her 
position, conscious of the cool air on 
her now exposed rear-end. The tele- 
phone jangled. 

‘Digby,’ the Principal 
announced The conversation 
seemed interminable as the girls 
held their positions. The tautness of 
the thin cotton over Sammie’s 
stretched backside enhanced the 
shape of that area delightfully, the 
Principal noted approvingly. 

A curve of bare cheek was visible 
below the white fabric, though the 
flesh was still suntanned, evidence 
of a high cut swimsuit. The division 
between the cheeks dark and 
inviting, plunging deep and long to 
the discreet folds at the top of her 
thighs where, due no doubt to the 
dampness induced by her earlier 
physical exertions, the material 
seemed glued to her most tantalising 
region. 

Victoria's bent posterior 
provided a different perspective, the 
flesh smooth, pale and bare, the 
crotch revealing a tangle of dark 
curls, and beyond that her breasts 
straining at the leash of her 
insubstantial bra. 

The sun danced patterns of dust 
through the air as the girls fought to 
control their panic at the delay: the 
waiting was worst of all, not knowing 
what they were to receive as 
retribution. Victoria could feel the 
sweat on the palms of her hands. 

The telephone clattered back 
onto its rest and the footsteps 
approached again, the fingers 
hitched into Sammie’s _ tightly 
contoured knickers as they rustled 
down her legs to expose her nether 
region to his appreciative gaze. An 
approving pat on her bare left cheek. 

The upside down form walked 
away from them again as he fetched 
the cane and strap, hooking the 
crook handle of the cane over the 
back of an upright chair and lying 
the strap over its seat. He stood 
there a moment, admiring the two 
upthrust pairs of buttocks. Reaching 
a decision, he picked up the tawse 
and ran it through his fingers, letting 
the tails fall from his palm onto 


Sammie’s bare back. The youngster 
winced. He smiled slightly. 

“How old, young lady?’ 

‘Seventeen, sir,’ 
replied. 

‘And you?’ 

‘Sixteen, sir’ came the response 
from Victoria. 

‘Good, good. Right you are. 
Ready?” 

“Y-yes, sir,” they chorused. 

The strap stroked Sammie’s bare 
rump almost affectionately as he 
measured the swing, letting it smack 
gently onto the flesh to produce a 
small quiver on its surface. Her 
buttocks tensed involuntarily. A loud 
knock on the door, 

Both girls taut with anxiety, the 
prospect of being exposed in front of 
the person on the other side of that 
barrier the understandable reason 
for their fear, the humiliation of 
being seen bent over bare-arsed for 
the strap. 

‘Pull your knickers up and wait in 
the sitting room, girls. Take your 
skirts too, please.’ They hurried to 
comply. The door squng open as 
their scuttling forms passed through 
the archway into the adjoining 
sitting room. The low rumble of 
voices: it sounded as if two people 
had arrived. The solid clunk of the 
outer door closing, and the command 
to return. 

‘Two of our Governors, girls,’ he 
smiled grimly. ‘They expressed an 
interest in witnessing our 
punishment procedure, and I 
acceded. However, I have no wish to 
embarrass you both by revealing 
who you are to them.’ He paused. 

The knowledge that Sammie’s 
guardian was one of the gentlemen 
waiting outside lent a particular 
irony to the statement. Her parents 
lived in the Far East, and had 
appointed a Governor as her legal 
guardian during her period at the 
school: Sammie spent half-terms at 
his large house on the outskirts of 
town. 

‘Surely it won’t still be bare, sir?’ 
asked Sammie anxiously. 

‘Lsee no reason why not...’ 


Sammie 


‘Oh. Sammie’s __ shoulders 
slumped. 
‘Come over here, lift your 


T-shirts right up onto your 
shoulders, and then pull the back up 
to cover your head. Tuck your hair 
up, and that way you won’t be 
recognised.” 

The teenagers busied themselves 
with the disguise, the potential for 
exposure making them particularly 
careful with the job. The sun had 
moved round, the slits crossing the 
floor to lie over the back of the 
settee. The Principal prodded them 
into the right positions, about four 
feet apart, standing facing the back 
of the settee, which he had turned 


round to face the centre of the room 
for the purpose. The girls dared not 
turn round as he crossed to the outer 
door and opened it, allowing the two 
other men to enter in silence. A 
series of squeaks and creaks 
betrayed them getting comfortable 
in the two armchairs. 

The men drank in the sight of the 
two young, honey-brown bodies 
standing in front of the settee, their 
hands clasped behind their heads, 
the straps of their brasieres crossing 
the expanse of bare flesh which led 
down to the taut rounded globes of 
their buttocks, sheathed in crisp 
white cotton, and the bare legs 
below them. The blue trainers and 
uniform T-shirts betrayed their 
membership of the cheerleader 
squad, but no other clue was visible. 

‘Bend over.’ Two bodies 
inclined, the hands coming off the 
backs of their heads to support their 
bodies’ downward descent into the 
softness of the cushions, matched by 
the softness of their soon-to-be- 
reddened bottoms. 

The Principal reached over and 
forced the heads lower with an 
encouraging hand, the briefs 
straining to contain their fleshy 
contents. The fingers hitched into 
Victoria's waistband and she lifted 
her hips up slightly to allow the 
downward passage of the protecting 
layer. A murmur of appreciation 
from the two guests, which 
increased as Sammie’s well-rounded 
posterior was also exposed, the 
knickers resting just above her 
knees. 

Sammie’s guardian leant forward 
expectantly, marvelling at the 
smooth unmarked globes. He tensed 
as he noticed a slight blemish on her 
upper thigh, a small birthmark 
which he immediately recognised 
from seeing her sunbathing at his 
home as belonging to his ward. He 
gestured to the Principal. 

‘Is that Samantha Collinson?’ he 
hissed. 

‘We agreed you should not know 
the girls’ identities,’ the Principal 
whispered, 

‘I know it is Samantha, Mr 
Digby. She has a distinctive mark on 
her upper thigh. Look.’ 

“Yes, I’m afraid it is her,’ the 
Principal agreed. 

‘Then I must ask you to let me 
deal with her myself. In the manner 
you would approve of, of course.’ 

The Principal sighed: ‘If you 
wish.” 

Victoria’s bare buttocks became 
the focal point of the room as the 
strap rose and fell almost mono- 
tonously over a full minute, the eight 
strokes resounding round the room 
and causing the young recipient to 
heave about over the back of the 
settee as if struggling to dodge the 


punishing onslaught. The cheeks 
were aflame with the tawse’s 
ministrations, the flesh livid in 
protest. 

Victoria's bottom was patted with 
a restraining: ‘Stay there,’ as she 
almost stood up. The tawse was 
passed in silence to the Governor, 
who slapped it experimentally across 
his palm, and immediately wished 
that he hadn’t. 

The Principal held up all ten 
fingers, then added a further two, to 
indicate Sammie'’s sentence. The 
Governor smiled grimly and turned 
to his task, placing his hand in the 
small of the teenager's back, which 
was warm to his touch. 

Sammie shuffled her feet a few 
inches apart to brace herself, and 
her bottom tensed momentarily as 
the length of leather travelled up to 
the top of its punishing arc and 
descended to explode across her 
unprotected cheeks, forcing the flesh 
into a quivering contortion. She 
gasped at the pain, as the second 
slapping, smarting, burning lash 
arrived, driving the breath from her 
with the shock of its impact. 

The Principal and second 
Governor were leaning forward in 
their chairs as Sammie’s legs gave 
way and one leg kicked up in reflex, 
catching her tormentor on the shin; 
‘Sorry, sir,’ she gasped automat- 
ically. 

Her legs parted even further as 
the punishment progressed, the 
privacy of those folds breached for 
the onlookers’ satisfaction, the 
buttocks bouncing rhythmically on 
the settee with each blow of the 
tawse. Sammie was crying now, the 
sobs quite loud, but her guardian 
ignored them as he completed the 
allotted dozen strokes, the last 
catching her just above the crease 
between thigh and bottom and 
eliciting a high-pitched yelp of pain 
and surprise. 

Sammie lay limply over the 
settee, and when ordered to stand 
struggled to get up for a moment or 
two remembering to ensure that her 
head was covered. Finally, the two 
girls stood, red raw bottoms heavily 
striped, while the Principal showed 
the two Governors out. 

‘Get your clothes back on, you 
two, and don’t let’s hear any more 
about it.’ 

By the pool at her quardian’s 
house the following day, Sammie 
relaxed on her tummy in a light 
summer dress, having checked in a 
mirror the still impressive welts 
across her bottom. 

‘Not sunbathing today, 
Samantha?’ he asked innocently. 

‘No, not today. I got a bit burnt 
yesterday at the match,’ she smiled 
at him. 

He smiled back. 

35 


Debbie’s penchant for live 
music had got her into trouble on 
more than one occasion. Skipping 
school on Saturday to attend a rock 
concert, not once but twice, had 
raised the blood pressure of the 
headmistress to the point where 
she had all but given up with the 
rock-mad sixth former. 

As a daygirl, Debbie enjoyed 
privileges and freedoms not 
accorded to the boarders who, 
although allowed into the town, 
were not permitted to travel 
further afield without permission, 
and then normally only in 
organised school parties. And 
school parties were not to be found 
at rock concerts. 

This didn’t worry Debbie, 
however, for since her father had 
died she had been running wild, 
her mother having virtually gone 
to pieces. Still only sixteen, Debbie 
regularly travelled up to London 
with a group of friends to see her 
latest idols. Until that Saturday... 

The concert had been terrific, 
and the gaggle of girls pushed and 
shoved their way into a pub in 
Earl’s Court across from the hall. 
It was just Debbie’s luck that she 
should push and shove a man 
whom she suddenly realised was a 
part-time member of staff at her 
school. 

‘Don’t | recognise you?’ he 
asked. 

‘Never laid eyes on you 
before,’ she yelled above the din, 
the panic in her voice not betrayed 
by the surrounding hubbub. 

The wetlook gel in her curly 
hair and the extravagant make-up 
ensured that should she bump into 
anyone in London — a million to 
one shot — then they wouldn't 
recognise her anyway. Trust this 
ponce to blow the whistle. 

‘You're Saunders, aren’t you? 
Sixth form at Levington High 
School?’ 

‘Never 
countered. 

“Yes you are, I’ve taken you for 
Art. | remember ‘now. You did that 
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heard of it,’ she 
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terrific drawing of Pink Floyd 
which no one understood.’ 

‘1 understood it,’ Debbie 
blurted, realising her mistake 
immediately. 

‘| knew it was you. Up for the 
concert, are you?’ 

“You won't tell anyone, will you 
sir?’ Debbie's voice pleaded. 

‘Tell anyone?’ 

‘Report me or anything. To the 
school...’ 

‘Ah, well, | don’t know,’ he 
mumbled. 

“What?” 

‘L said | don’t know about that,” 
he bellowed above the din in the 
pub. He looked the attractive 
teenager up and down, taking in 
the tight white skirt and bare legs, 
the maturing breasts under the 
thin cotton of: her T-shirt. Pert 
bottom, too, if a little heavy in the 
thighs. He had noticed her when 
she came in with her friends, who 
were now calling her from the bar. 

‘What would happen if | did 
report you?’ he asked, bending 
close to her ear and catching a 
whiff of the expensive perfume she 
wore. 

‘I'd probably get swished this 
time, knowing old Mackie,’ she 
replied with a grimace, mouthing 
into his ear, ‘but you won't, will 
you? Report me, | mean?’ 

‘Who's Old Mackie?’ 

‘You know, Mrs Macalister. 
The headmistress. She said she'd 
probably use the stick on me next 
time.’ 

“What the cane, you mean?’ he 
asked disbelievingly. 

‘Yeah, that’s it. Bloody old- 
fashioned cow. She swished my 
friend over there, Lucy, before she 
left last year. Made horrible marks 
on her bum it did. | saw them.’ 

‘Really?’ He looked 
embarrassed, but a germ of an 
idea was whirling round inside his 
head. 

‘Well, | think you probably 
deserve it if you've been warned 
before.’ Suddenly, his mouth took 
over before his brain had sorted 


out exactly what he wanted to say. 
Putting his lips so close to her 

ear he could feel her hair tickling 

his face, he said; ‘Of course, if 


you're going to be swished 
anyway, you could opt for an 
unofficial swishing which probably 
wouldn’t be as bad as Mrs 
Macalister.’ 

‘Unofficial?’ she hissed, taking 
the half pint of lager proffered by a 
friend. ‘What, get the stick 
unofficially? Who from?’ 

There was a pause. He smiled 
awkwardly. 

‘Oh, | see,’ she said. 

‘Exactly.’ 

‘You've got to be kidding, sir. 
What if someone found out?’ 

He panicked, and __ back- 
pedalled: ‘Just an idea, Saunders. 
Forget it,’ He must be crazy, 
suggesting to a pupil that he 
should cane her in return for 
keeping silent about her Saturday 
exploit. 

‘Look, can we talk about this 
later, sir? It’s just that the others 
will notice in a minute and they'll 
start asking questions. 

‘No, no. Forget I said anything, 


Saunders. I'll have a word with 
Mrs Macalister on Monday 
morning.’ 


‘Oh, but sir..." Debbie bleated. 

*See you at school next week.” 

On the way back to Reading on 
the train, Debbie thought about 
her conversation with the teacher. 
The problem was, of course, that 
Old Mackie had actually 
threatened her with expulsion if 
she was caught out again, so the 
cane might be a better if painful 
option. But what if someone found 
out? How hard would it be? And 
how long would the marks last? 
What about PE and games? ‘I'll 
have to get a sick note,’ she 
thought. 

By the time she walked into her 
bedroom late that night, Debbie’s 
mind was made up. She'd pluck up. 
courage and call him at home 
tomorrow, Sunday. But how would 
she get the number? Riffling 


through her school books, she 
found the school calendar. Inside, 
the list of staff, she remembered, 
had home numbers printed against 
the names for emergency 
Ppuposes. 

There it was. Mr DRG Leslie 
[Art] and his ‘phone number. 
She'd call him in the morning. 
Simpliest way out. Not painless, 
but simple... 

Getting up late, Debbie waited 
for her mother to go round to her 
sister's house for a_pre-lunch 
drink. She seized the opportunity, 
grasped her courage in both hands 
and dialled the number. He 
answered. 

‘Mr Leslie?’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘It's Debbie Saunders here, er, 
from school, you remember, we er, 
met after the concert?’ 

‘Oh yes, Saunders.’ 

‘Well, Mr Leslie, I’ve been 
thinking about what you said.’ 

‘Yes, I'll be speaking to the 
head tomorrow morning.’ 

‘No, that’s not what | mean.” 

‘| don’t understand,’ he 
murmured, closing the door to the 
study so that his mother could not 
hear. 

‘You said something about an 
unofficial punishment, sir, didn't 
you?’ 

“Ahhh.” 

“You know, a swishing.’ 

‘Well. | imagine Mrs. 
Macalister will be dealing with 
that on Monday, Saunders. It'll be 
her decision.’ 

Debbie palms were damp. 
She'd come this far. It would be 
silly to back out now. 

‘Look, the thing is, Mr Leslie, | 
know it’s not right, but if we both 
agree then that’s OK isn’t it? And 
I'm agreeing to it. To the stick | 
mean,’ she babbled on nervously, 
encouraged by the silence from the 
‘phone. 

‘You do have a stick, Mr 
Leslie?’ 

‘Well no, | don’t actually. But | 
can probably get hold of a proper 
cane somewhere.’ 

‘So you'll agree too, then?’ 

‘If that’s what you want, 
Saunders, then this once | agree.’ 

His heart missed a beat as he 
realised that he was going to be 
able to fulfil his idea of yesterday, 
with a well-padded teenage bottom 
as the target. 

‘Where will you do it, sir?’ she 
asked. 

He remembered that his 
mother would be out all day on 
Monday. 

‘| think you'd better come to 
my house on Monday after school. 
Do you know where that is?’ 

He gave her directions, they 
agreed a time, and he hung up. 
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Debbie’s were not the only damp 
palms that Sunday morning. 

When he called his friend in 
the props department of a film 
studio the next morning, Leslie 
was relieved to discover that it was 
still relatively easy to purchase a 
proper school cane. At lunchtime, 
he went off to make his purchase. 

After school, Debbie rushed 
home to have a quick shower, then 
dressed slowly in clean uniform 
clothes. Plain white cotton 
knickers and bra, long white 
woollen socks and plain black 
regulation pumps, blue check shirt 
and school tie, knee-length blue- 
grey uniform skirt with its familiar 
box-pleat at the front, and a long 
sleeved green school pullover. 

Brushing her curly mane 
swiftly, she topped it with her 
summer boater, swung her satchel 
containing a solitary plimsoll over 
her shoulder, and walked down the 
road to the bus stop.The plimsoll 
was a backup. Just in case he 
hadn’t been able to get a cane and 
had nothing suitable with which to 
punish her. She had tried giving 
herself a couple of light whacks on 
the bottom with the slipper and 
was surprised at how it stung, 
even through her knickers. 

It was a long walk from the bus 
stop where she got off to the drive 
leading up to the Leslie house. She 
was impressed by the size of the 
place as much as by the length of 
the curving drive, and stood for a 
moment at the front door looking 
round before ringing the bell. 

The door swung back, and Mr 
Leslie ushered her in. He was, 
strangely, wearing his academic 
gown which, even more strangely, 
did not look out of place in the 
gothic splendour of the hall. ‘Come 
in, Saunders. You can leave your 
satchel and boater on the chair 
there,’ he pointed. 

‘Thanks,’ she mumbled. 

‘Right, slip your pullover off, 
too, and wait at the top of the first 
flight of stairs, by the window. | 
have a couple of things to attend 
to.’ 

Debbie took off the pullover, 
shook her hair, and walked up the 
first five stairs to wait. At first, she 
stood leaning against the post 
supporting the bannisters. After 
some time, she decided to sit on 
the stairs. It seemed ages until Mr 
Leslie returned, when she stood up 
smartly and looked to see if he had 
acane. Her heart sunk as she saw 
the curved handle sticking out 
from his right hand, where he held 
it behind his back. 

Without saying a word, he 
came up the stairs towards her and 
hooked the cane carefully over the 
bannister. 


‘Now then, Saunders,’ he 


grunted, and she noticed the 
glisten of sweat on his top lip, ‘are 
you ready for your medicine?’ 

‘Well, I’m not looking forward 
to it, sir, but | suppose I’m ready.’ 

‘No you're not, my girl.’ Her 
face took on a puzzled look. 

‘Kneel on that stair, please.’ 
He indicated the first stair on the 
bend. Debbie did as she was told, 
leaning forward with her hands 
spread on the next step and 
looking up the long flight above 
her. Was she going to be whacked 
half way up the stairs? She felt him 
grip the hem of her skirt and lift it 
up, up, above her waist, to reveal 
the clean white cotton of her 
knickers, stretched tight across her 
cheeks. This was it then. 

Debbie could not have been 
more wrong, as his fingers hooked 
in the waistband of her knickers 
and, with one firm downward tug 
exposed the plump softness of her 
bottom to his gaze. Reaching for 
the cane, and ignoring the 
spluttered ‘But, sir...’ Leslie 
measured his swing and brought 
the slender implement down in a 
slicing arc to connect with 
Debbie's well-padded target. 

There was a _ satisfying if 
muffled impact, and a double red 
line quickly made itself evident the 
full width of both cheeks. It was 
joined by four more before Debbie, 
who had squealed with protest at 
each stroke, kneeled upright and 
caused him to lay the cane across 
the backs of her thighs. 

Grabbing her right arm, which 
threatened to obstruct the 
throbbing rump before he had 
finished with it, he pinioned it 
behind her back while he 
administered a further three full- 
force strokes to complete her 
punishment. 

‘Stand up and turn round,’ he 
ordered. Debbie, her face tear- 
stained and her right hand 
massaging her glowing tramlined 
buttocks, obeyed. 

‘Lift up your skirt, girl.’ She 
pulled it up above her waist and 
tried to listen to what he was 
saying. But the pain of her welted 
bottom prevented concentration on 
anything else, including the 
embarrassment of standing naked 
from the waist down facing the 
man who had just caned her. 

The lecture ended, Leslie 
turned on his heel and walked 
down the stairs and into the living 
room. Debbie, meanwhile, 
slumped in a dejected heap on the 
stairs, and wondered whether she 
had made the right choice after all. 

In the living room, Leslie’s film 
studio friend grinned delightedly: 
‘Spectacular, old love. What a 
bum, and what a whacking, eh? 
When’s the next show?’ 


The crafty little monkey, said 
Gordon Harper to himself, as he saw 
the trim figure of Rosie slip past the 
kitchen window. There she_ is, 
playing truant again because her 
Mother’s away for a few days...and 
also because he'd told her he was 
going off fishing for the day. He’d 
told her that deliberately (though it 
was a lie) as a kind of test. 

Gordon laughed inwardly. These 
youngsters think, just because 
you're middle aged, you're losing 
your marbles. But he’d seen the look 
in her eyes when he'd told her about 
his trip at breakfast time. Those little 
eyes had shone; an opportunity for 
skiving, they had said. Well, now 
she was back home and in for a bit of 
a shock. 

The kitchen door opened and in 
bounced Rosie, oh so merrily. ‘Back 
a bit early, aren't we, my dear?’ said 
Gordon with a lopsided grin. Oh how 
that young face fell! Shock and 
dismay. 

‘U-uncle...oh what are you doing 
here? You...said you were going 
fishing.’ 

‘More to the point, Rosie, what 
are you doing here?’ Gordon looked 
as stern as possible. ‘Playing truant 
again?’ He shook his head. ‘Your 
mother won't be at all pleased’ 

Though Rosie, now 18, still called 
him uncle, he wasn’t her uncle at all. 
In fact he was her mother’s cousin 
but he had played a great part 
(mainly financial) in bringing up 
both Rosie and Margaret, the latter 
Rosie's elder sister, now 
married. Over the years, he’d been a 
kind of guide, comforter and God- 
father rolled into one and Rosie’s 
mother, Beth relied on him a great 
deal for advice (apart from finances). 
Beth was a career woman who 
travelled considerably. Whenever 
she was away, she asked Gordon to 
keep an eye on things. Usually she 
asked him to stay in the house, as on 
this occasion. 

‘You're very slack on discipline, 
you know Beth,’ Gordon had said 
years ago. And on more than one 
occasion. ‘If they were my 
daughters, I’d spank them for some 
of the things they do. My dad 
spanked my sister regular.” 

Beth had simply shrugged. ‘You 
know more about these things than I 
do, Gordon. Spank them if they’re 
naughty, if you feel they deserve it.’ 

This had been said in front of 
both Rosie and Margaret, the elder 
sister being 19 at the time. There 
had been a great deal of protestation 
from both girls...but to no avail. 
Both Beth and Gordon had been 
firm. Gordon had spanked Margaret 
twice — just before she got engaged 
— but after that had concentrated 
his attentions more on Rosie. For 
one reason, Margaret’s engagement 


was a very short one and she soon 
left home. That had been two years 
previously now Rosie had reached 
the ripe age of 18 and was on her last 
term at the local Grammar School. A 
bright girl but one with a mind of her 
own. Flighty was the word Gordon 
would have used about. And often 
did. 

With Beth’s agreement, he’d 
spanked the girl several times — 
always keeping the girl’s knickers 
on. This seemed sensible since her 
mother was present. The spankings 
had been for a variety of offences. 
Smoking, stealing from a sweetshop, 
foul language, and, it must be said, 
playing truant. Rosie knew she was 
bright and, therefore, considered 
staying away from school was a 
relatively trivial offence. Neither 
Beth nor Gordon agreed with this 
viewpoint. 

‘It’s a matter of principle,” Beth 
had once said. 

‘It’s illegal,’ Gordon had added. 
And Rosie, then 17, had got a really 
sound spanking. 

But, thought Gordon, as the girl 
bounced into the kitchen, it didn’t 
seem to have made any difference. 
Perhaps sterner measures would 
have to be taken. 

Rosie was looking very flustered. 
‘I...I've come back to fetch some- 
thing,’ she said. 

‘What?’ Quite obviously, Rosie 
couldn’t think what. “Don’t make it 
worse by lying to me, Rosie. You’re 
simply playing truant again.’ 

The girl’s head drooped, she bit 
her lower lip. It was an admission of 
guilt. Gordon looked at the soft 
blonde hair and had a sudden desire 
to run his fingers through it. No...no 
that would never do. He was 
standing ‘In loco parentis.’ 

‘I'm...I’m sorry...’ said the girl. 
‘It...it’s such a lovely day...and... 
and...’ Her voice trailed off and she 
went a shade of pink. 

‘And,’ Gordon took up from her, 
‘you have arranged a nice little 
assignation from one of the boys 
from Garston's, no doubt!’ That he 
had hit the nail on the head was 
evident from the way Rosie coloured 
more deeply. 

‘I'm sorry,’ repeated Rosie. Then 
her chin came up quite firmly. ‘I’m 
18 now, you know Uncle. Not a child 
any more.’ 

Gordon smiled. ‘As far as I am 
concerned, you certainly are a child. 
Not a true adult, anyway. Also, you 
may recall, | spanked your sister 
when she was 19.’ Rosie looked 
startled as she recalled the truth of 
this. ‘However, since you are now 
home, you can do some of the chores 
I was about to take on. Not too 
happily, I may say.’ Gordon smiled. 
‘But first, a little spanking to remind 
you that you cannot get away with 


this kind of wickedness. I know your 
mother would approve.’ Rosie 
looked angry at that. The truth often 
hurt. ‘If 1 knew exactly where she 
was’ added Gordon, ‘I would ring 
her up and ask her. Not really 
necessary, though. She’s never 
objected whenever I’ve suggested 
you deserve a spanking.’ Rosie’s 
crestfallen look also indicated the 
truth of that. Gordon seated himself 
on a chair in the kitchen and 
beckoned. ‘Come on, young lady, 
over my knees.” 

Rosie pouted and looked quite 
furious. ‘This is ridiculous — at my 
age,’ she spat out. Gordon went on 
beckoning and the girl came slowly 
forward. Over the years he had 
gained quite a hold over her. 

‘Don’t want to make things worse 
for yourself, do you?’ It was an 
understood thing that if Rosie put up 
resistance, the punishment that 
followed was always worse than it 
might have been. Gordon felt the 
softness of that young body go over 
his thighs and couldn’t deny he 
didn’t enjoy the sensation. Nor could 
he deny he was looking forward to 
spanking this youngster. He always 
had done. 

Up went the school skirt...then, 
obviously to Rosie’s outraged 
dismay...he pulled down her 
knickers. There was a wailing shriek. 

‘Oooohhh...you can’t do that! 
But, of course, Gordon had already 
done it and, wildly as Rosie might 
struggle, she could not break his 
grip. He began to slap the bare 
cheeks vigorously, finding it even 
more enjoyable to do so now that the 
knickers were down. The contact of 
bare palm on bare bottom was 
something quite unique. 

‘Stop...it...oooh...owww...stop!” 

Rosie was kicking out as she 
twisted and turned and the whole of 
her bottom was bouncing and 


joggling madly as it turned from 
creamy white to red. 

Then Gordon suddenly stopped. 
Rosie was released and head bowed, 
pressed her hands to her bottom. 
Her eyes were wet with tears. The 
shame of what had just happened 
was almost as bad as the pain. 
‘Right,’ said Gordon, ‘now you can 
get with the washing up.’ He 
grinned. ‘Not really worth playing 
truant, is it?’ 

Rosie pouted again and looked 
daggers. Then she began to pull up 
her knickers. 

‘No,’ said Gordon, shaking his 
head, ‘you’re going to keep that 
bottom bare.’ 

The girl looked at him in amaze- 
ment. ‘B-but...why?’ 

‘A matter of discipline,’ replied 
Gordon firmly. Then he took a safety 
pin off the dresser and pinned 
Rosie's dress up to her waist. ‘And 
discipline is something you 
obviously need.’ 

‘It...it’s not r-right...’ protested 
Rosie, feeling the utter humiliation 
of it. 

‘Right or not, that’s how it’s 
going to be...’ Then he turned and 
left the kitchen. However, he took 
the precaution of leaving the door 
ajar so that he could observe his 
young charge from time to time. 
Meanwhile Rosie stood over the sink 
in desultory fashion, seething with 
fury. All her plans had gone wrong. 
She was missing a date, she was 
being made to look quite ridiculous, 
and her bottom was painfully hot. 

I'll run away, she kept telling 
herself. I will, I will! But, in her 
heart, she knew she wouldn't. In the 
first place she had no money and 
nowhere to go. Unless it was to 
Uncle Gordon’s house — and that 
was out of the question. Also, 
normally, living at home was far too 
comfortable. He’s a beast, a real 
beast. He’s no right to treat me like 
this. He’s not even my proper 
guardian. Though, she had to admit, 
he did have her mother’s full 
support. She gazed miserably out of 
the window, washing up untouched. 

Then Gordon was suddenly back. 
He had been watching the idling... 
and decided it was time for action. 
This time he brought a strap with 
him. He'd used it before but only for 
more serious offences. Like when 
Rosie had been caught stealing. ‘I 
thought I told you to do the washing 
up!’ he barked out and the girl 
jumped with shock. Not been 
expecting him back, of course. Then 
she saw what was in his hand. 

‘Ohh...ohhh...no  uncle...please 
..-not that...’ Her eyes were wide. 

‘Yes that!’ saud Gordon, 
slapping the strap on his palm. ‘You, 
Rosie, are completely undisciplined 
and I am going to do something 
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about it. Come along...kneel up on 
this stool.’ 

‘P-pleeeease...uncle..." 

‘Do it! Now...or you know what'll 
happen.’ 

He watched the girl kneel fear- 
fully up on the stool. Her bottom 
curved nicely. Most conveniently. 
Most revealingly. ‘P-please...uncle.’ 
she said again, had turning towards 
him. She looked sweetly pathetic but 
it didn’t alter his resolve. 

‘While you're under this roof, 
Rosie,’ he said, ‘you'll learn to do as 
you're told... 

The strap cracked loudly across 
the bare behind. Gordon had not laid 
it on too hard but it made a most 
satisfying sound all the same. Also, 
it made Rosie squirm and gasp. 

Again...then again! Oh yes, that 
bottom squirmed most deliciously. 
Frantically Rosie clutched the stool 
to prevent herself falling off. 

Again...and again! 

‘Owww...owww...that’s enough 
...000h...eeeenough!’ 

But Gordon didn’t think so. He 
applied a couple more really good 
stingers which had the girl twisting 
clean off the stool and once more 
pressing her hands to her burning 
flesh. 

‘Oh you horrible monster...oooh 
..-how c-could you?’ The tears were 
coursing down. Then Rosie darted 
for the door and went pounding up 
the stairs. Gordon heard the door of 
her bedroom slam. Well, he thought, 
so far so good. Things could be left 
as they were for the time being. 
There was still a long day ahead and 
Rosie need not think she was going 
to get away with anything. 

Gordon, having decided to let 
Rosie stew in her own juice for a 
while, thought perhaps he would do 
a little fishing after all. He made 
himself a snack lunch, slung a bottle 
of red wine into a haversack, then 
left a note regarding household 
chores on the kitchen table. ‘Back at 
tea-time’ he ended, ‘hope to find the 
place properly ship-shape.’ Then he 
set off by car to his favourite part of 
the river. 

He would have plenty to occupy 
his mind as he watched the bobbing 
float in the peace and quiet of the 
riverside. Mainly, the memory of 
Rosie’s bouncing-squirming bare 
bottom. Not to mention the sight of 
rather more intimate parts of her 
anatomy as her legs kicked and 
splayed with pain. 

That girl, he told himself, has 
deserved all she got. But she needs a 
lot more. Otherwise she’s liable to 
go completely off the rails. Gordon 
was convinced of that, considering 
Rosie at a critical stage of her life. 
He'd have to have a word with Beth 
about it when she got back. Did her 
mother know, for example, that 


Rosie was making secret 
assignations with boys from 
Garston’s? A serious matter that. I'll 
tell her about the cane I acquired 
recently, he said to himself. There 
was little doubt, under the circum- 
stances, he would get permission to 
use it. Mmm...that would make that 
young bottom squirm even more! 

Happily, Gordon settled down on 
the river bank. A most relaxing 
afternoon lay ahead. 

Rosie, meanwhile, was making 
her own plans. She'd thought a lot 
about that business of Uncle Gordon 
pulling down her knickers. Dirty old 
man! There was no need for it since 
those knickers were so thin they 
could not possibly have taken any of 
the sting away. No...there was quite 
another reason. He wanted to look at 
her pussy, horrible old thing. 
Probably wanted to grope her as 
well. Uughhh! 

That, however, was when Rosie 
started making plans. If I could lure 
him, she thought...tempt him...who 
knew what might not happen? Gosh 
...She might be able to get him on a 
charge of indecent assault. If not 
rape! That would be revenge indeed 
for all he'd done to her over recent 
years. Not to mention that very 
morning. 

Having heard Gordon leave, she 
went downstairs. The note on the 
kitchen table she tore up straight 
away. If what she planned worked 
out, whether she did household 
chores or not wouldn’t make the 
slightest difference. She smiled to 
herself, even though she was 
running a soothing hand over a still 
painful bottom. Tea-time. That was a 
along way off. She would be able to 
set up the camera in the right place; 
it was one of those you could get to 
go off at a time you wanted. She’d 
get Uncle Gordon compromised 
then...flash, flash...he’d be 
completely exposed. In every sense! 
It wouldn’t be pleasant, but the end 
result would be worth so much. 
He’d be disgraced and she'd be rid 
of him for ever. Her mother she 
would be able to handle quite easily, 
once she was on her own. 

Still smiling, Rosie drifted into 
the living room and poured herself a 
very large gin and tonic. Perhaps, a 
little unfortunate for her, it made her 
feel so good, she poured herself 
another. Why don’t I strip off right 
now, she thought? Walking about 
naked gives one such a sense of 
liberty. True freedom. 

Rosie removed all her clothes, 
then stretched out on the sofa. It was 
not long before she was pouring a 
third large gin and tonic. 

Tea time was still a long way off. 

Gordon returned home later than 
expected. And when he did, was 
rather shattered to find a naked 


Rosie wandering about the kitchen, 
grinning aimlessly. 

‘Had a nice day, Nunky?’ she 
enquired. It was a name she had 
used when she was younger. She 
moved herself seductively. ‘But it’s 
not over yet, is it?’ 

‘Rosie...what on earth? What's 
going on?’ Gordon was both 
bemused and fascinated. 

‘Since you obviously wanted to 
look at my bare bottie,’ said Rosie, 
slightly slurred, ‘I thought you might 
like to look at some other things as 
well.’ She moved her shoulders so 
that her young breasts bounced and 


swung. Gordon was even more 
bemused yet, he had to admit, even 
more fascinated. His ageing loins 
began to glow, yet he was wary. This 
girl was definitely up to something. 

‘Go to your room at once, Rosie!’ 
He barked out. ‘This is disgraceful! 
Whatever has come over you?’ 

‘My room? My _ bedroom, 
Nunky?’ She was smiling foolishly at 
him again. ‘Mmmm...if that’s what 
you want, Nunky, I'm on my way.’ 

Hips swaying erotically, Rosie 
made her way through the kitchen 
door. Gordon wiped his brow. This, 
indeed, was a turn-up, he said to 


himself. This 18 year old was 
actually offering herself to him! A 
lovely idea...but so, so dangerous. 
Also, experience of life gave Gordon 
an extra sense. 

Something was going on. And it 
wasn’t, ultimately, going to be to his 
advantage. He bounded up the 
stairs, opened Rosie’s door. There 
she was, still naked, lying sprawling 
on the bed. ‘Oh, Nunky, how sweet 
... you are keen!" 

That confirmed it for Gordon. He 
took the key from the lock inside, 
slammed the door and locked it from 
the outside. ‘I'll deal with you later, 


you wicked little hussy!’ he called 
through the woodwork. 

Rosie remained on the bed. Her 
plan was not working out exactly as 
she had originally planned. But, in 
the end, she was sure it would. 
Happily, she closed her eyes and 
dozed of, wondering as she did so, if 
Nunky had liked the look of her tits 
as much as her bottom. 

Gordon came to a rapid decision. 
The offer, enticing as it was, would 
be refused. It was far too dangerous. 
The girl, smarter than he had once 
thought, was setting a _ trap. 
However, it was a trap into which 
she herself had now fallen. 

He went down to the garden shed 
and took out the cane he had placed 
there. It stood in a canister of water 
to keep it nicely supple. Gordon took 
it out and flexed it with relish. A 
dozen or so of this across the girl’s 
bottom would make her quickly 
change her attitude! 

If she knew the circumstance: 
Beth would approve, he was sure. 
What a damn cheek...trying to 
seduce him! At the same time 
Gordon couldn't help being flattered 
that the girl thought he still had 
plenty of go in him. 

He'd wait a few hours so that 
she'd sobered up properly and, more 
than likely dropped off to sleep. 
Then he'd go up again. 

Rosie soon began to realise what 
an absolute fool she had been. Now 
there would be hell to pay. 
Especially if her mother got to know! 
Oh that mustn't happen! How 


awful...quite awful! She hid the 
camera she had been planning to 
use, put on her baby-doll nightie and 
crept miserably into bed. She had a 
headache; she felt rather sick. But, 
above all, her mind was in a turmoil 
about what Uncle Gordon would now 
do. 

At last she fell asleep...to be 
awoken (could have been minutes or 
hours later) to find him standing at 
the end of the bed, looking sternly 
down. 

‘I don’t know what your mother is 
going to say about this,’ he began. 

Rosie started up in bed, ‘Ohh... 
you mustn't tell her...please! I don’t 
know what came over me.” 

‘Nor do I. My presumption that 
you are going down hill fast was 
correct. But I did not realise you 
were so immoral.’ He saw the girl 
flushing. ‘Well, if your mother is not 
to know, I shall have to deal with the 
matter myself.” 

‘Yes...yes..." said Rosie almost 
eagerly, ‘That would be best...’ At 
that point, Gordon produced the 
cane from behind his back. ‘Rosie 
emitted a horrified gasp. ‘Oh...no... 
not a cane!’ 

‘Yes,’ nodded Gordon. ‘A cane 
across your bare backside. That's 
what you deserve and that’s what 
you're going to get.” He could see 
her weighing the alternatives. This 


or the shame of her mother 
knowing? ‘Come on...what's it to 
be?’ It took quite while for a 


decision to be made. 
‘Alright,’ she whispered. 
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“Get out of there...and kneel on 
the bed,’ ordered Gordon crisply. He 
felt very much in charge. He'd got 
this little minx exactly where he 
wanted her. 

“H-how many?’ Another whisper. 

‘A dozen,’ replied Gordon...to be 
met by a despairing wail. ‘And, if 
you don't get your bottom up now, 
I'll make it more.’ 

That did the trick. Rosie knelt 
and, once again, Gordon had that 
naked young bottom presented to 
him. It still looked quite sore, so the 
cane would really hurt. Good! It was 
what the girl needed. He measured 
here, seeing the bottom flinch. Then 
he laid on a good hard cut. 

Rosie squealed breathlessly and 
her blonde head jerked back. And 
how that bottom moved! Jerking 
back and forth, twisting at the same 
time. ‘No...oh no...I can’t b-bear it!” 
she wailed. 

‘You know the alternative, my 
girl,” said Gordon. Then laid on a 
second cut. The results were similar, 
but more pronounced. Gordon was 
most gratified. Obviously _ this 
instrument should have been used 
before now. It was making the right 
impression. In every sense. Those 
long, twin-tracked weals were bright 
red. Only two so far. Ten more still 
to come. 

Plenty of time... 

And, in view of Rosie’s repeated 
pleas and frantic contrortions all 
over the bed, he certainly needed it. 
Not that he minded. 

Not one little bit! 


 THETUBE 


When it was first suggested that | might consider writing a series of articles about the dozen or so ‘Spanking 
Video's | have been involved with over several years, | have to say that | was dubious; it seemed to me that there 
would be little that | could say which would be of interest to readers. The whole thing was, after all, only a 
theatrical event __ the girls weren’t real schoolgirls in real situations; they were models, professional and 
amateur, pretending to be actresses pretending to be schoolgirls, with my own ‘on screen’ role even less 
interesting, as it appeared to me. 

But a remark made to me by a writer of my acquaintance gave me something to think about; ‘It’s a wonderful 
idea!’ he said. ‘Don’t you realise that you’re one of the few __ the very few __ people around in 1986 who can put 
his hand on his heart and say truthfully that he has actually spanked, caned, strapped and otherwise corporally 
punished dozens of teenaged girls __ bare bum, tears, the lot! And no-one can say you're a liar __ the proof is 
there on video-tape, isn’t it!’ > 

And so | thought about it, and eventually persuaded myself that it was, after all, a viable project; the reader 


will be the judge of whether or not it is interesting. 


This first part of the series | have been requested to 
write deals mostly with a video in which | played the 
part of a tutor, given charge of the education of a girl 
called ‘Sally; the film was called, ‘Sally’s First Lesson’. 
| have written about that particular film because | know 
that a lot of Blushes readers will have a copy of it; which 
| hope will give my article particular interest for them. 
In subsequent articles | shall deal more generally with 


for the present then, it is to be a small insight into my 
part in the making of ‘Sally’. 

The first scenes were to be played between myself 
and a chubby little blonde girl, Tracey, called Angela in 
the film. The two memorable things about Tracey were 
that she was too little to be able to keep her toes on the 
floor and bend over the front of her desk, so she had to 
stand on a book (which was kept out of the shot,) and 
that her fat little bottom went redder, by far, than any 
other girl’s bum | have ever seen! A spanking — not 
particularly hard — had her cheeks glowing absolutely 
crimson! 
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‘Sally’ in Sally’s First Lesson’ 


She took her preliminary spanking bravely, | 
remember, with only a few squeals — which she said 
was ‘acting’ although | knew better — and she stood up 
rubbing her bottom like any schoolgirl would. It was 
only when she looked in a mirror at her crimson bum 
that the shock of the sight of her buttocks made her 
burst into tears! She would not be pacified either, and 
she still had a whole caning to go before her part was 
finished! She cried and cried — what was to be done? A 
fifty pound note appeared in someone's hand; it was 
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my experience both behind and in front of the camera; ° 


thrust into Tracey's little pinkies — her fingers closed 
round it and she stopped crying. Amazing! The bonus 
payment had done the trick! We did the caning as 
quickly as we could before any more ‘bonuses’ had to 
change hands, and that was the first part of the film in 
the can! A good look at Tracey’s Remarkably Rapidly 
Reddening bottom can be had on pages 38, 39 and 49 of 
Blushes Issue 4). 

Then it was ‘Sally's’ turn. The first part, a good, 
hard spanking, was easy enough. It involved Linda 
learning a silly little poem by heart, which she had to do 
across my knees, knickers down, with a hefty spank or 
two for each mistake. (It is remarkable how effective 
this learning technique proved to be. When | met Linda 
six months later, she still remembered, word perfect, 
the eight lines of poetry | had spanked into her bottom, 
although | recalled hardly any of them!) Lunch break 
was announced. Linda rubbed her bum, giggled a bit, 
and that was a bit more filming finished. After lunch we 
would be doing the big bit —. ‘Sally’s caning; she 
smiled a little dubiously and stuffed a sandwich into her 
mouth. 

.During lunch it was discussed, what form exactly 
should the ‘lesson’ take; | was asked for my opinion, all 
contributions being welcomed. Having enjoyed 
thoroughly the poetry-learning sequence earlier, when 
I'd had the pleasure of being able to spank Linda for her 
actual mistakes and inattentions rather than for 
arbitrarily contrived misdemeanours, | wondered if we 
might do an imprompto spelling session, with the 
words to be spelt being selected by me, on camera, 


Angela 


jae Linda the opportunity to save her bottom from 
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punishment if she got her spellings right, and putting 
her in the dilema of knowing that every mis-spelt 
answer would earn her more strokes of the cane, all 
for real! 

Back on the set, Linda was told what was planned. 
Whilst lights and microphones were set up, she and | 
had a discussion as to how precisely it would be done, 
during which she came out with the charming and 
entertaining statement that she, ‘should know how to 
spell, shouldn't she, and it would serve her right if she 
got caned for not knowing the words,’ confiding that 
she had not been the most industrious of students when 
she had been at school, which she had left a year or so 
previously. The reader will place his own interpretation 
on this girl’s ‘sporting’ attitude to the prospect of being 
brought to book, finally, for her idleness at school; for 
myself | thought it a charming demonstration of her 
boyant, devil-may-care-spirit. 


‘Sally’ 


| shall set the scene as it was after lunch, as | saw it 
unfold before me. 

After one or two changes of camera angle, with a 
close-up to do as well, | am at last allowed to make 
Linda get up on her desk, knickers down to thigh tops, 
tummy against the desk, knees together, hands holding 
on to the woodwork. This final few minutes, when the 
camera is being focussed, the lights adjusted, people 
chattering all at once about everything to do with shot, 
all happening around the two central characters who, 
suddenly, have nothing left to do but compose 
themselves for ‘Roll Camera.’ Then ‘Action!’ is when 
the ‘Action!’ really begins, not when the director says 
the word. 

The cane is in your hand. You listen to last 
instructions, say something amusing to make the girl 
laugh, a private joke between the two of you perhaps, 
and she does laugh, as girls aways will in that situation, 
out of nervousness, out of a kind of gratitude that for a 
last few moments she can still let you be someone nice 
and friendly, before she has to become that wretched, 
unfortunate girl who, on film and most poignantly, in 
the flesh too has to be brave and obedient and must say 
nothing more than ‘Ooogh!’ or ‘Oooow!’ without 
forgetting the ‘sir!’ on the end, and you become the 
nasty, frightening character who really /s going to make 
her bottom wriggle! 

Your eyes wander to her bottom, then somewhere 
else, then back. Bare girl-flesh a cane’s length away. 
‘Will | have room to swing this thing?’ Someone finds 
time to listen to you. You demonstrate, an excuse to 
rest the cane across her bottom. ‘Will that lamp be in 
the way?’ You swing the cane, it clears the lamp, you 


tap the bare bum-cheeks again. The girl’s eyes are on 
the cane; she is pretending an interest in what is going 
on film-wise, but really she’s thinking about how that 
cane is going to feel across her bum! Someone says we 
might be ready in thirty seconds or so. ‘Places, 
everyone.’ 

People are still talking; everyone talks all the time 
as the shot gets closer to being ready. Anyone else who 
speaks to the bare bottomed girl across the desk will get 
a vague, inattentive answer and a slightly wide-eyed 
look; anyone except you, because you are the one with 
the cane, and a caning is what she knows she is about to 
get? A few quiet words from you, however, amid the 
bustle, and she will hear them. Her pale face, pale no 
matter how brave she is being, will turn to you at once; 
she is turning in to the her/you situation, other things 
are fading out of focus. 

‘Could you shuffle your knees forward a bit, d’you 
think?’ She shuffles, no questions asked. ‘And lift your 
bum up a bit sweetheart — bit higher.’ You pat her 
bottom with the cane, patronising her, indulging 
yourself, and whereas if you'd talked down to her ten 
minutes ago, or dared to take liberties with her bum 
like that, as if she really were some helpless little 
schoolgirl, she would have bitten your head off, how 
she seems to have forgotten that she and you are 
actors. She does lift her bottom, and you say, ‘Bit more 
yet, please’ and she thrusts her bum up and looks at 
you for confirmation that she’s done it right. These last 
few moments are private between you and she, private 
amid the talk and the moving about, and, believe me, 
she does slip into the character, she does half-believe 
you are the teacher and she the helpless schoolgirl. It is 
only this mutual awareness of each other that will let it 
work, will make it possible for reality to be suspended 
in her mind so that another reality can take its place and 
obtain until the director says -‘Cut!’; without this 
suspension of normality, she would be unable to let 
herself be bare-bum caned, in public, by someone she 
hardly knows. 


‘Angela’ 


‘Ready, everyone?’ says the director. 

‘Yes,’ you say. The girl looks up at you, her eyes 
bright. ‘O.K.’ you say, between you and her. She nods, 
licks her lips because her mouth has gone dry. Her 
bottom looms plum and bare; the cane bounces off it’s 
tautness as you tap it — gratuitous taps, even a little 
pretend stroke, nothing to do with the script, just you 
playing teacher with her. She makes no objection; what 
she knows she’s going to get — she’s seen the other 
girl get caned, of course — is going to hurt! 

Her normal reactions to being flicked across the 
bottom with a cane and altering as ‘Action’ becomes 
imminent — the sensation fails to excite her 
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resentment or indignation in the presence of the 

greater threat to come. A hand stroked across her 

bottom will be accepted without protest — even an 
adventurous finger tip where it oughtn’t to be will pass 
unremarked, if not unnoticed. She is slipping into her 
role, not because she’s an actress and it’s her job, but 
because she is a girl and she’s frightened, of the cane 
and you, because as she becomes the schoolgirl she 
automatically begins to see you as ‘teacher’, an 
authority figure. Even the bit of you she still perceives 
as non-teacher still has that authority; she knows hardly 
anyone; you, because you’ve worked with the crew 
many times before, are on friendly terms with every- 
one. You have been consulted about camera angles, 
voice levels, the script, both your part and hers — she 
has been consulted about nothing. She feels like the 
inferior player in this two-actor piece. She feels like a 
girl with a bare bottom, there to be caned. She is. 

‘Roll tape!’ Quiet, please, everyone!’ 

‘Action!’ 

The girl gulps — yes. She really does. You pace 
around behind her for a moment or two. You swish the 
cane. You don’t look at the camera or the crew — you 
exist in the arc covered by the lens, nothing outside is 
allowed to affect you; it is you and the girl, and you both 
know it. 


‘Sally’ 


And here’s a funny thing; because although you are 
both there to serve the purpose of the director and the 
producer, although you are only players in their drama, 
for those moments or minutes while the camera is on 
you and running, you are completely in control of 
everything. Because the scene is set, they have all done 
their bit — what they are doing is waiting to see what 
all the joint effort will produce, and what it will produce 
is not what they see in front of them now, it is what they 
hope will unfold before their eyes. The potentia/ is the 
important thing — 

And while you are there, before the camera, they 
must leave it all up to you, if they are to see the 
potential realised. Not even the director will be in a 
hurry to interrupt. You have the floor, you have the 
cane, a teenaged girl’s bare bottom waits for it’s first- 
ever stroke. 

This is not a moment to be hurried. You stop pacing; 
the girl’s knees press together — only you notice it. She 
makes nervous, fretting little movements. You hear her 
hold her breath. 

You decide to ‘ad lib’. You stroke her bottom, 
lewdly, deliberately, taking advantage. It’s the kind of 
thing the director expects you to do, to ham it up a bit. 
The girl would have kicked you in the shin if you'd 
touched her like that twenty. minutes ago; now, she is 
(ete in the same trap of having to realise the 


‘Angela’ 


potential of the shot, and she’s having to cope with 
feeling half like a rea/ schoolgirl, under your half-real 
authority. So you stroke her bare bottom again. You pat 
it, you play the letcherous teacher up to the hilt. Then 
you decide — you decide — that you'll give her that 
first, long awaited stroke. 

You bounce the cane off her bum; she stops 
breathing again. You give those plump bum-cheeks an 
experimental little flick. She starts — not much, 
frightened of ruining the ‘take’. 

‘Nowthen, my girl —‘ She looks at you, at the cane. 

“You deserve this caning, don’t you? Hmm?’ 

It’s in the plot, this is the scene. She nods. Says 
‘yes’. You give her a half-stroke, it stings her bottom. 

‘Call me sir, Sally — don’t forget now!” 

‘N-no. No sir __’ That was for real. She d/d forget. 
Now you're going to give her that first stroke. The first 
that ever she’s had. 


‘Sally’ 


You tease her bent over bottom with another pat-pat 
of the cane. You draw it back. You give her a good, firm 
stroke, squaré across the middle of her bum. 

She jerks. You watch her for the two fifths of a 
second or so that it takes for the pain to bite in. She 
gasps. Her eyes are wide, really wide. She stifles a 
yelp. She grips the edge of her desk, squeezes her 
thighs together; you can see it in her wild eyes. How is 
she going to get through the next six, twelve, twenty 
four strokes if they’re anything like that one! She 
doesn’t know how many she’s supposed to get because 
no-one’s told her. In an agony of expectation she clings 
on to her self-contro! — just like a real schoolgirl would 
— and waits for the next dread stroke. 
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Green Gables 


The letter from Rosalind’s guardian lies on the Principal's 
desk; so, for that matter, does Rosalind. Her tummy presses 
down against the desk’s top, and it is kept there by firm 
pressure in the small of her back from the principal’s hand 
Her knickers have been pulled down off her schoolgirl- 
plump buttocks and the instruction to press her knees against 
the front of the desk means that those moist little lips, high 
up between her thighs, peep immodestly from just above the 
inside-out gusset of her taken-down knickers. 

‘Up, Rosalind —’ The girl strains to hollow her back and 
thus elevate and round-out her bottom. The Principal's cane 
plays with the firm outswell of her buttocks; it taps and 
bounces, pats and then flicks, a demi-stroke, enough to sting 
and to make the girl gasp but not painful enough — not yet — 
to make her squirmy and struggley — not yet, not yet 

‘Knees hard against the desk, now, Rosalind —’ 

‘Yes sir —' The strained sound of her voice comes from 
the pent up breath in her chest, and that pent up breath from 
the tension of waiting, waiting. 

The Principal flicks her out-thrust buttocks again. They 
flinch nervously. A pale pink weal blossoms rapidly around 
the under-curve of each cheek. 

‘Sir — 000, please, sir —' Please do it, sir? Please don’t 
do it sir? It’s the waiting again. 

‘Hmm?’ The Principal seems to find the arrangement of 
her knickers, especially where they circle round the insides of 
the tops of her thighs, not exactly to his liking. He eases the 
leg elastic on one side, delves with deliberate thought- 
lessness into the soft-warm space between her legs, plucking 


at the untidy knickers, touching — perhaps inadvertently — 
those soft labial folds with the knuckle of his thumb, nudging, 
teasing, until she lets her legs drift an inch or so apart, not 
sure, but thinking that is what he wants her to do. 

The cane cracks down hard across Rosalind’s soft, bare 
buttocks. She squeals with the shock of it, then squeals again 
as the sting bites into her bum. She gasps, clutches the desk 
with scrabbling fingers; her hips squirm against the desk. A 
second stroke smacks across her bottom; she exhales with a 
sob and her breath catches the letter from her guardian and it 
flutters to the floor. She blubbers desperately, tears starting 
already, splashing onto the desk and onto the letter too as it 
lies on the floor 


Dear Harry, 
Why not! | know she’s your secretary now, and no longer 
a pupil, but I'm quite sure she needs to be disciplined no less 
than ever she did. She is, as you observe, now nineteen, and 
is no longer legally my ward, but | am sure that she will 
continue to take note of my wishes until she comes into her 
legacy at the age of twenty one; after all there is nowhere 
else, other than my home, that she can call home. Perhaps 
you should show her this letter, and explain that my wishes 
are that she should continue to be treated, in the matter of 
discipline, as she always was when you were her headmaster 
instead of, as now, her employer. 
Yours most sincerely, Freddie. 
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‘So Gillian has misbehaved; and as I’m responsible 
for you both in your mother’s absence, you’d better tell 
me what | ought to do about it.’ 

Jane put her hands on her hips, looked first at her 
younger sister and then at me. ‘Mum would have given 
her a good hiding for pinching my raquet,’ she 
announced with some confidence. | sat down on 
Gillian’s bed. ‘Right, a good hiding it will be, but you'll 
have to be far more specific.’ She looked at me quizi- 
cally. ‘More specific... Tell me exactly what you mean... 
one step at a time.’ Gillian, standing by the dressing 
table was looking worried. ‘Please, uncle Jack...It 
wasn't me...honest.’ 

Poor Gillian. Always the scapegoat. A well-built 
sixteen year old, well-developed for her age, but still 
with a trace of childish puppy-fat. A real tom-boy 
always in trouble. 

‘She always says that,’ responded Jane, blonde and 
seventeen, and every inch a young lady. ‘But that 
doesn’t stop mum tanning her bottom!’ | stood up. ‘Ah. 
So your mother smacks your sister’s bottom. Now 
we're getting somewhere. Does Gillian touch her toes, 
or what?’ Gillian again tried to plead her innocence, but 
| told her to be quiet. ‘Mum puts her across her knee, 
just like when she was little.’ 

A low bench seat stood next to the dressing table, 
and | drew it into the centre of the room between the 
two single beds, and sat down again. | turned to Gillian. 
‘Well, you heard your sister. Come on. Put yourself 
across my knee, just like you do for your mother.’ The 
sixteen year old blushed. ‘Oh, uncle, please. Do | really 
have to?’ | patted my knee. ‘Come on. Or would you 
prefer me to ring your mother up and drag her away 
from her conference to deal with you?’ The threat was 

-enough. Gillian shrugged her shoulders and draped 
herself reluctantly across my lap. | felt her weight 
against me. She was a firm young lass, stronger and 
heavier than my daughter at her age. She wriggled 
slightly, until her hips were resting against my left 
thigh, thus making her bottom lie upper-most across 
my knees with her toes just able to touch the carpet if 
she stretched her legs. Her short tennis dress had 
ridden up to the very top of her firm healthy legs. | 
patted her gently, my hand resting partly on her dress 
and partly on her warm bare thighs. 

Young Jane had jumped up onto her bed. She was 
lying there, on her side, watching intently. ‘How many 
times does your mother smack her?’ | asked. Jane 
shook her head. ‘Not yet, uncle. Not across her dress. 
She won't feel anything like that.’ | responded by 
taking the hem of Gillian’s white cotton dress and 
folding it up above her waist. Her pretty white knickers 
came into view, perfectly encasing the teenager’s 
slightly chubby, very round and so smackable bottom. | 
began wondering if all sixteen year olds were now built 
like this! Again | placed the palm of my hand across the 
curve of her bottom. She felt so firm, the flesh so 
resilient. 

‘Mum always takes ‘em down, uncle Jack. She 
always tans Gillian on her bare bottom.’ | guessed as 
much. Jane seemed to emphasise the last two words as 
if repeating a phrase often heard in their household. 
Gillian was lying quietly across my lap, fearing perhaps 
that | would indeed contact her mother if she annoyed 
me further. 

‘Bare bottom it will be, then.’ | announced, and the 
girl responded with a quiet whimper. This was 
becoming a very humiliating ordeal for Gillian, but 
Jane seemed to be relishing every drawn out moment of 
the drama. 

| slipped my fingers under the waist-band of her 
pants, feeling again the warmth of her young skin 
against my knuckles. Slowly, | hauled them down, 


revealing her fine young bottom in all its glory. | 
arranged the thin band of taut white fabric around her 
thighs, noticing how her skin changed from a gentle 
brown to a whitish pink where the girl had been sun- 
bathing. Gillian clenched her cheeks involuntarily, as 
she felt my hand against the bareness of her bottom. 
‘Let's get this dress really clear, shall we?’ | muttered, 
re-arranging her dress so that it wouldn’t fall back over 
her waist. 

| moved my position slightly, and Gillian’s legs 
opened but slightly, her toes resting on the bedroom 
carpet. 

‘Twelve good hard slaps, she needs,’ offered Jane, 
again as if repeating her mother’s words. ‘Twelve good 
hard slaps.’ | confirmed, imagining the result of such a 
crisp tanning on those bottom cheeks waiting there, up- 
turned across my knee. Gillian whimpered again. 

The phone rang. ‘I'll have to answer it, girls. It 
could be your mother. Gillian clenched her bottom 
again, and turned her head to face me. ‘Please, uncle. 
You won't tell her, will you?’ she pleaded. | assured her 
| wouldn’t, providing she behaved herself. Standing 
her up, | told her to go and wait in my daughter’s 
bedroom across the landing. ‘And you stay here, 
please, Jane.’ Slightly surprised, they nodded, Gillian 
hurriedly pulling her knickers up as she left the room. 

It was their mother, ringing to confirm that the 
conference was continuing for a further day. ‘No 
problem’, | said. ‘Have they been behaving 
themselves, Jack?’ she asked. | told her that one of her 
daughters had caused a little trouble. ‘Just deal with 
her, Jack, as though she was yours!’ was the reply. 

| waited for a few moments, and then returned 
upstairs, visiting first, young Gillian in my daughter's 
room. | closed the door. The girl was sitting on her bed, 
and jumped up as | went in. 

| spoke quietly to her. ‘Look, Gillian. | know exactly 
what happened about your sister’s raquet, and I’ve 
mentioned it to your mother.’ Gillian paled drama- 
tically. ‘Oh no. Please...Uncle Jack...Did mum have to 
be told?’ ‘Your mother is very busy at the moment, so 
she’s left the matter in my hands; but if | get any more 
trouble then I'll get her out of that conference, and back 
here to deal with it herSelf.’* 

She put her head in her hands, and sat down again. 
‘Alright, Uncle. Anything, but please don’t get mum 
back here. She'd be livid.’ | opened the door and 
beckoned to her to follow me. ‘If you do exactly as | say, 
then it'll be for the best, | promise.’ She scurried past 
me, and across to the spare bedroom where Jane was 
still lying on her bed. She sat up as we entered. 

‘Now, where were we?’ | said, taking my seat once 
again in front of the dressing table. ‘Come here, 
Gillian.’ With the threat of her mother’s intervention 
hanging over her, she came quietly towards me, and 
prepared to get across my knee. ‘Just a minute, 
Gillian.’ | stopped her. ‘We had problems with that 
dress of yours before. | think it would be better if you 
took it off. Save it getting in the way.’ Poor Gillian’s 
childish complexion changed from pale pink to a deep 
blush. ‘No. You can’t, please, Uncle...I’m...l’m not 
wearing a...’ | shook my head. ‘For goodness sake, 
child. I’ve got two daughters of my own. Now get that 
dress off...immediately.” 

Red in the face, and whimpering a little, she crossed 
her arms in front of her, took hold of the hem of the 
short dress, and lifted it up, above her waist, and over 
her head. Her embarrassment grew as she slipped it off 
her arms, revealing her small but firm growing breasts. 
She dropped the dress and quickly crossed her arms in 
order to hide her growing form. ‘Put your hands on 
your head, please.’ She did so, not willing to disobey 
me. ‘Oh, Uncle!’ she exclaimed, not in anger, but in 
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real embarrassment, and turned away from my gaze. 

She stood there, in the centre of the small bedroom, 
in just her sandals, white ankle socks, and brief white 
sports panties, a firm, pink, healthy sixteen year old, 
waiting to have those panties taken down, and her firm 
round bottom soundly spanked. 

| could see that Jane was enjoying the drama 
immensely. Quite unconsciously, she was kneeling up 
on her bed, twisting her long blonde hair, which was 
gathered into bunches in readiness for the tennis 
tournament. She was blushing slightly too, perhaps 
aware of what her sister was going through. 

| patted my knee yet again. Gillian slipped quickly 
across my lap, eager to hide her bare breasts from 
view. She placed her outstretched hands against the 
carpet to steady herself. ‘We're ready, then.’ | 
suggested. ‘What about her knickers?’ came the 
prompt from Jane’s corner of the room. ‘Oh, yes, the 
knickers.’ | muttered, and for the second time in a 
matter of minutes, drew them down to reveal Gillian’s 
lovely round buttocks; only this time, | took them right 
down. They tangled against the buckle of her sandals, 
but eventually | removed them and tossed them across 
the room to the dressing table. The girl was now 
entirely bare, from the top of her tousled brown hair to 
the little cotton socks which only just covered her 
ankles. Her bottom was so firm, so inviting, and so 
vulnerable. 

| paused to enjoy the tension of the moment, and the 
firmness of the youngster awaiting her punishment. 
Only a quiet sob from Gillian broke the silence. ‘Twelve 
good hard smacks. Is that correct.’ Jane nodded. ‘Yes, 
you can give it to her now, uncle.’ Gillian winced, her 
cheeks contracting slightly as she waited for the palm of 
my hand to land full-square across them. 

‘Get up, please, Gillian.’ The teenager forced her 
head round and stared at me. ‘Yes. Get up, Gillian.’ 
Rather disbelieving, she did as she was told. She stood 
in front of me, puzzled, and quite forgetting that she 
was virtually naked. | extracted a small bunch of keys 
from my trouser pocket and dangled them in front of 
her. ‘Take this key, Gillian, and try it in the bottom 
drawer of the dressing table please.’ Nervously, she 
took it from me, and bent low to insert it into the lock, 
revealing her little brown curls and her other intimate 
girlish charms. Jane was standing up now. 

She slid the drawer open. ‘It’s...it’s Jane’s raquet!’ 
Gillian was speechless. Jane, too, was searching for a 
sensible word. She picked it up, sitll unwilling to 
believe what was happening. ‘Yes, it’s Jane’s raquet 
And Jane put it in there, this morning’, Jane tried to 
argue. ‘Your auntie was passing the open door, Jane, 
and she saw you do it; and she saw you take the key out 
of the lock and put it in your make-up box.’ Gillian, still 
oblivious of the fact that she was naked, stretched up to 
the high shelf above the bed and lifted her sister’s 
make-up box down. It played a silly Swiss lullaby as she 
opened the lid, but sure enough, the other key was 
there. 

‘You see, girls, you seem to forget that | have two 
daughters of about your age, and | know all about the 
bullying and story-telling that goes on. Yvonne used to 
try to get Anna into trouble in just the same way, but 
we soon put paid to that.’ 

Gillian didn’t bother to get dressed. She sat quietly 
on her sister’s bed as | took Jane firmly by the arm. 
‘Thanks to you, Jane, and to your sister's co-operation, 
| now know exactly how | should deal with you — in 
keeping with your mother’s wishes. Her dress came up 
and off, her young sporty bra as well; and then, that tall 
and haughty seventeen year old bent across my knee. 
Her pink panties, matching her tennis dress, were 
taken down, and off, to join her sister’s on the dressing 


table, and her shapely young bottom was prepared for 
punishment. Gillian was a delight in all her girlishness, 
but Jane was a very different matter a real young 
woman, in every sense of the word. ‘Pop into my 
bedroom, love, and find one of my slippers would you?’ 
| asked Gillian. She scampered out willingly, and 
returned in a matter of seconds, handing it to me with a 
smile of satisfaction on her face. ‘Twelve hard smacks’ | 
repeated Jane’s words. ‘Across. the bare bottom.’ | 
fingered the smooth hard leather sole, worn smoother 
perhaps from its routine application to my own 
daughter's rear ends. 

The tanning that followed gave me the greatest 
pleasure. Tall slim Jane wriggled and squealed, kicked 
her legs most attractively, and yelled for mercy as her 
bottom turned red and then crimson. She was crying 
real tears as the twelfth and final slap of the slipper 
smacked crisply across her cheeks. | stood her up, and 
she stood weeping, rubbing her pained rear end with 
her hands. 4 

| waited for a moment. ‘Now listen to me carefully, 
both of you. | do know how to deal with teenage girls, 
believe me, and | have your mother’s full permission. 
On this occasion, Jane was the cause of the trouble, but 
you're not always so perfect, are you. Stand here, 
together.” They shuffled towards each other, in the 
middle of the room.. Touch your toes, both of you.’ 
They bent forward, the tall slim young woman, and the 
chubbier rounder schoolgirl. ‘Now stay like that for the 
count of one hundred; and any further trouble from 
either of you, and that’s the position you'll be in...with 
a cane across your bottoms.’ 

| slipped out. My wife was in the lounge. ‘Trouble 
solved?’ she asked, smiling. ‘For the time being.’ | 
replied. ‘But you know teenage girls.’ She nodded. ‘I’m 
sure we'll manage!’ she said with a laugh. 


Feedback... 


Dear Sir, 

I refer to your excellent 
Issue 22, and in particular to 
a letter from one ‘J.S’ 
headed ‘Congratulations,’ 
which has sparked off my 
interest enormously! What a 
splendid idea, that readers 
should ‘adopt’ a_ suitably 
youthful and attractive 
teenager of their acquain- 
tance and then report to 
other readers on their plans 
for dealing with her in loco 
parentis, as it were! 

And what a fellow this 
J.S. is! I can just imagine 
him chatting aimiably with 
his “Sweet, sizably- 
bottomed’ Miranda, playing 
the kindly neighbour or 
whatever he is, and all the 
while picturing that pretty 
face distorted with crying 
and wet with tears, that 
bottom squirming across his 
lap and, ‘in respect of food 
and board,’ the delightful 
Miranda spreadeagled 
across her bed making the 
payments that J. S. said he 
would expect her to make, 
‘when he felt like it.’ You 
can’t trust anyone, can you! 

The one ommision from 
J.S.’s letter was a photo- 
graph of ‘Miranda’. What a 
pity he couldn't have 
sneaked a snap of her, or 
perhaps even have asked her 
for one. For myself, I have 
been inspired by your 
correspondent to find an 
‘adoptee’ of my own, and I 
have managed to take a 
couple of pictures too! 

I shall call her ‘Jennifer’, 
and I can tell you that she is 
seventeen and at college, 
like ‘Miranda’. She lives 


close to my business 
premises, and I have known 
her and her family, on 
nodding terms, for many 
years. The photos enclosed 
were taken during the recent 
spell of sunny weather, 
whilst Jennifer washed her 
father’s car on the hard- 
standing next to my office. I 


took them through the 
lavatory window, as a matter 
of fact, without being 
spotted. 

Jennifer doesn’t usually 
oblige by wearing shorts, but 
fortune favoured my efforts; 
instead of the usual jeans, I 
chanced upon her with those 
most appetising — shorts 


covering hardly more than 
half her bum once she had 
stooped to the bucket a few 
times. How I'd like to put a 
cane across that lovely big 
bottom! 

As for J.S’s views on how 
to treat an ‘adopted’ teenage 
girl, I couldn't agree with 
him more. I was left 
wondering how he would 
have ‘Miranda’ dress for bed 
— I'd give Jennifer nothing 
but the top half of a pair of 
my pyjamas — and I 
wondered too where she 
would sleep. I would give her 
her own room, but I would 
keep the key and would lock 
her in overnight. A cane and 
a strap would hang behind 
the door, so that she would 
have no opportunity to forget 
what the consequence of 
misbehaving would be, and 
she would be sent to fetch 
these implements whenever 
I wanted to put one or other 
of them across her bum. 

May we hope for other 
photos of readers’ ‘adopted’ 
girls, and to hear more from 
others whose opinions tally 
with those of J.S. and 
myself. Indeed, may we hope 
for a ‘retrospective’ photo of 
‘Miranda’, J.S., so that we 
can see the girl of whom you 
wrote in your first letter? 
P.A, [West London] 


Dear Editor, 

As an avid reader of your 
excellent ‘Blushes’ from the 
very first copy to date I write 
to congratulate you on a 
publication which I find head 
and shoulders, or should it 
be ‘Bum and Thigh’ in 
advance of the competition. | 
expect that many others of 


your readers will agree with 
me that the latest copy to 
hand ‘Blushes 22’ is one of 
the finest numbers to date. 

Your very first illustation 
on page 3 surely 
encapsulates the dreams of 
all true C.P. enthusiasts. 
How, dear Sir, did your artist 
produce that black and white 
effect? A line drawing, or 
was it the negative taken 
from a photograph? 

On balance I reckon that 
it was a photograph of the 
young charmer from life. 
What artist but a genius 
would think to show that 
cotton thread running so 
enticingly from the edge of 
the girl’s knickers to the 
undercrease of her bottom? 

All the accessories: the 
hair ribbon and the school tie 
add to the atmosphere of 
what is in my opinion a very 
exciting picture. 

Blushes 22 also comes up 
trumps with a friend from 
earlier issues. How 
delightful to see one of your 
very top models in 
circulation again. 

I refer of course to the 
young lady in the yarn ‘Some 
like it hot’, pages 14 
onwards. Surely they will 
remember her as the WRAC 
oficer up for punishment 
parade in ‘Uniform Girls’ 
No 4? Your current collection 
of studies, pages 14/16 what 
with her freckled face, bee 
stung lips, and incredible 
boobs. (she is superb!) is in 
truth a collectors gem. 

Your letter pages, or as 
you are wont to call them, 
‘Feedback’ go from strength 
to strength. I fully endorse 
‘J.B.'s’ comments about 
hazing a girl’s tootsies. 
Knowing your publications 
and the way they respond to 
your readers requests I am 
sure that you will be able to 
persuade _ the delicious 
Sandra to give us a glimpse 
of her piggies under seige. 
Not too hard mind you but if 
her tootsies sting just a little, 
I am sure that I will not be 
the only one to volunteer to 
kiss them better. 

Finally hearty congrat- 
ulations on the return of your 
artist’s impressions exempli- 
fied in ‘Home Sweet Home.’ 
page 50. 

How refreshing to see 
more work from the artist 


who helped to make the early 


issues of ‘Blushes’ so 
memorable. Remember the 
delicious Babs and_ her 


wicked Uncle Basil and what 
he did to her in the cellar of 
Blushes Issue No 1? 

In my opinion a good line 
drawing of a C.P. scene will 
beat all but the finest of 
photographic studies any 
time. I find that your 
drawing of the toothsome 
Pauline had nuances of detail 
on which one can feast ones 
eyes and feed ones fantasies. 
Why has half the divan bed 
on which the victim gets her 
no doubt well-deserved cum- 
uppance been half cut away? 
What is concealed in that 
cardboard box atop of the 
wardrobe. Does the nosey 
Mr Brown in the house 
opposite get a mind goggling 
glimpse of young Pauline’s 
bare bum from the vantage 
point of his upstairs window? 

I may have picked out 
only a handful of the goodies 
in ‘Blushes 22’. I am certain 
that many of your other 
readers will have found that 
their enthusiasm _over- 
floweth. 

Please keep up the good 


Work: Yours, P.C. [Sussex]. 


Dear Editor of ‘Blushes,* 

I am home on leave from 
Nigeria where I have been 
the Principal of a large girls’ 
school of over 1,300 girls, 
aged up to 23 (the latter due 
to several married or 
unmarried mothers swearing 
an age declaration in order to 
qualify for free education) for 
over two decades, having 
gone out to Uganda and 
Zambia originally. 

Arriving at Gatwick from 
Lagos (the corruption centre 
of the world) I travel to my 
West End hotel and, before 
‘dying’, make a sortie to the 
West End to purchase the 
year’s back numbers of 
magazines such as yours, in 
order that, as a ‘professional 
flogger’,.I can look at the 
affects of the good old Dr. 
Dogood (as the Nigerian girls 
call the cane) on white bums. 
Let us have no hypocricy, I 
stay in Africa because I have 
kudos, power, and a host of 
servants chosen by me (from 
gardeners to house girls). 

My record with ‘O’ and 
‘A’ levels is so good that I am 


highly respected - in the 
society of those engaged in 
education, including the 
draconian Young Offenders 
Institutions. C.P. is the order 
of the day in these two types 
of establishments and is 
referred to by the emotive 
word ‘flogging’ which, in my 
case, is not an exaggeration! 
That I write you now is to say 
to those readers who wish to 
hear that true C.P. is still 
practised ‘Be of good cheer’ 
because the standards of 
Dickensia survive in Africa 
and each week I perhaps 
average some 17 young 
nubile bums to flog, those 
who have been put on the 
Principal's Punishment List. 
With the 1984 coup by the 
Military, there began the 
WAI (War against 
indiscipline) which decreed 
immediately that the 
previous suggested 
maximum C.P. award of 12 
cuts of the cane must be 
doubled for second time 
offenders in the Punishment 
Book, completed by each 
school, and that this book 
should be available for 
perusal by the military, 
failure to carry out the 
strictures making the 
involved African teachers 
(some are from Ghana) 
themselves liable to the 
cane! This was ably demon- 
strated by the flogging of 
four spreadeagled Nigerian 
nuns who were found to have 
absented themselves from 
school, the flogging with the 
dreaded koboko (a plaited 
hide cat o’ nine tails) being 
carried out at the open air 
assembly before all the 
pupils, and the event being 
widely reported by the 
(invited?) press. 

In my school (and I am 
the sole remaining white) I 
permit my staff to carry out 
summary canings of up to six 
cuts in class (hands and/or 
bottom) but I insist on the 
more serious offences being 
reported to my secretary (a 
former pupil whose bare 
bum I know intimately!) so 
that I have the option of 
dealing with the offender 
myself. [have not yet tired of 
baring and flogging teenage 
girls’ bare bums, through 
which predeliction I met my 
present American mistress 
(the wife of a Texas oil man 


who spends his alcoholic 
working life out on rigs) who 
likes nothing better than to 
be present at my punishment 
sessions and then to deal 
with the resultant hard-on, 
even after all those years and 
the countless bums I have 
wealed. In addition to the 
local (water) cane, which 
does not split and remains 
pliable and ‘cutting’, I use 
the genuine Lochgelly or 
Scots tawse, all of which are 
the real article and stamped 
‘John Dick of Lochgelly, XH’ 
— those ‘extra heavies’ go 
back some years and the 
leather thickness has 
reduced from half an inch to 
three eight’s of an inch (but 
still very punishing). When I 
ordered a fresh supply a few 
years ago, I had my mail 
redirected to Dick’s new 
shop in Cowdenbeath where 
his wife refuses to supply 
unless the customer proves 
his bona fide connection with 
education, such has been the 
potential business from the 
world of the sex shop, and 
those who have no 
opportunity to wield the 
tawse in earnest. 

May I provide some proof 
of the verity of this letter? I 
enclose a photo delivered to 
my desk recently as proof 
that two of my girls were 
having a lesbian association 
(do feel free to publish it 
as there is no chance that 
your mag will reach Bendel 
State); I had them paraded 
before me and they quickly 
admitted that this was their 
answer to the frustrations of 


being dormitory boarders 
and fee-paying for ‘the 
benefits of a __ strict 


education.’ I like to make 
quite a production of the run- 
up to the actual and 
inevitable flogging and 
slowly opened my desk to 
extract a 39°’ long pliable 
cane switch and a 28"’ long 
and half an inch thick tawse, 
watching their demeanour all 
the while. I sentenced the 16 
year old to 18 with the cane 
and her ‘femme’ to 18 with 


the tawse; held by three 
prefects, and with my 
secretary in attendance, 


their bare and extended bum 
cheeks suffered the 18 with a 
great deal of screaming and 
struggling in my anteroom; I 
still, after all those years, 
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enjoy the writhing and 
involuntary twitching of the 
flogged bum cheeks, also the 
effect I know it has on my 
‘assistants’ and any invited 
guests. Those two floggings 
took every minute of 30 and I 
dispute those readers who 
claim to give a true caning or 
strapping in just a few 
minutes. My Joan Collins 
look-alike lover (figure if not 
face) did lay on the odd 
caning and strapping in the 
early days of our association, 
but decided that her greatest 
pleasure came when she 
witnessed the ‘sordid’ 
action, knowing that she was 
assured of an imminent good 
fucking. 

Let me _ dispel any 
misconception that flogging 
a black bum lacks the drama 
of striations, and weals. 
Each stroke I deliver is full 
force and with plenty of well- 
timed wrist action to give 
rise to the much-appreciated 
‘tramlines’ affect with the 
various canes in my 
collection or V-shaped tawse- 
end weals or American 
paddle blisters. The younger 
girls get fewer strokes, say 8 
to 10, but the older ones are 
liable for up to 24 of the very 
best.’ How I wish there is 
some way that your 
interested correspondents 
might be my guest in the 
cause of sociological 
research; as it is, there is 
nothing to prevent my 
sending you pictures if proof 
is able to be published for 
the satisfaction of those 
‘enthusiasts’ who advocate 
severe administrations of 
cane, strap, paddle and 
birch; may I just say that, 
despite a ‘Nell in Bridewell’ 
apprenticeship, my efforts at 
constructing penal birch rods 
have not proved successful, 
so that I have recourse to the 
kobokos sold here in the 
market places — craftsman- 
made whips of tightly wound 
hide handles continued to 
separate leather lashes some 
30°’ in length and capable of 
drawing blood after only a 
few strokes. These I 
encounter mainly in the 
Young Offenders Institution 
which I visit as an 
Educational Consultant; 
perhaps details of the 
severity should await a 
further letter, should you 
decide to include this, but 
perhaps one example might 
give readers an idea of the 
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regime and the ‘modus 
operandi.” 

Young criminals of both 
sexes are normally 


sentenced to 3 to S years in 
such an institution; in the 
one in which I have involve- 
ment, there is a parade each 
evening before bed; youths 
and girls, stripped naked, 
first line up facing each other 
and then are ordered to turn 
left; in front is the whipping 
tressle and each inmate is 
made to bend over for 4 cuts 
of the cane every evening! 
Those whose buttocks 
have been so flogged that 
they are reckoned to be unfit 
for further punishment may 
have their strokes deferred 
(but not excused). Each term 
I have visits from mothers of 
my pupils who wish to avoid 
the incarceration of their 
daughters in the YOI and 
they report criminal 
activities of their offspring 
and plead that I use the 
striking arguments for which 
I am renowned — strokes of 
the 40”’ cane or the 28’’ XH 
Lochgelly (and more than a 
few seem to take delight in 
watching the thrashing). 
Most of these women make it 
clear that they are ‘available’ 
which is why I value the 
abilities of my secretary to 
remove the temptation and 
deal with any ‘oustanding 
problem’ herself or in a 
‘menage a trois’ configu- 
ration with my American 
negress friend, who is only 
just getting over her 
disappointment that there is 
no English-style whipping 
post and stocks in our school. 


In the central African 
schools, the girls wore 
English blazers, gym slips 
and (despite the 
temperature) navy blue 
serge knickers and black 
woollen stockings; _ they 
regarded it as a_ great 


priviledge that misdemean- 
ours were punished by the 
36" crook-handled, imported 
punishment cane across the 
bared bum and were frankly 
insulted if they did not get 
upward to 6, laid on with 
venom as well as skill. I 
doubt if anything has 
changed in the past 20 years, 
and this as a result of 
reading recently that several 
students in a Ugandan 
Teachers Training College 
were caned in public for 
breaking curfew. 

Keep up the good work. I 


very much enjoyed ‘Waiting 
for it...Getting it’ and the 
pictures of the horsing in the 
gym of delinquents, each on 
the back of the other for the 
cane, has set me thinking. 
Despite my preference for 
the tawse, I sometimes 
spank the younger girls but I 
give no less than 50 on each 
cheek as hard as I can — and 
Ican! To those who advocate 
genuine C.P., this still is the 
order of the day throughout 
Africa. — South African 
schoolgirls recently went on 
strike to protest the 
excessive use of the cane and 
strap; how I wish I had been 
called to strap and cane 
when they went back to 
school. I must be lucky in my 
work — after a couple of 
weeks here, I long to get 
back to routine and to 
dealing with the queue of 
dusky bottoms which await 
my attention at 3p.m. each 
day, then to retire to have my 
endeavours criticized, with 
suggestions for improve- 
ment, as knickers come down 
for the pleasure of a different 
kind of rod. 
Regards from the old school, 
K.R. B. (Niger Delta). 


From the Editor: Your photo- 
graph was rather too dark for 
successful reproduction, K., 
but your offer of other 
evidential photos is much 
appreciated. May we hope to 
see some in the future? 


Dear Sir, 

I regularly read all your 
publications, I believe you 
set a very high standard 
which other C.P. magazines 
just cannot match. 

Overall your photographs 
and stories manage to please 
every one, as the old saying 
goes — ‘you can please some 
of the people some of the 
time, and most of the people 
most of the time, but not all 
the people all of the time.’ 

Two articles that have 
appeared in your most recent 
issues, I found most pleasur- 
able and would like to see 
expanded on. 

Firstly in ‘Blushes 16’ in 
the Letters section there was 
a most delightful photograph 
supplied by B.S. of Herts, of 
his neighbours teenage 
daughter, showing us her 
pert bottom clad in only 
skimpy red knickers. 
Perhaps other readers could 


send in photographs of their 
daughters, step-daughters, 
nieces, wards etc, either in 
punishment poses or 
perhaps dressed in their 
school uniforms, girl quide 


or majorette outfits or 
pyjamas. 
Secondly, the story in 


‘Whispers 3’ entitled ‘The 
Scarecrow’ was, for me, a 
wonderfully wicked piece of 
fiction. The model in the 
accompanying photo’s was 
very pretty, with such a look 
of innocence and hurt. My 
request is that you use the 
same model in a set of 
photo’s that would go some- 
thing along these lines. 

The girl wearing her 
majorettes outfit is seen 
being caned by her mother, 
in front of relatives such as 
grandfather, aunt, uncle and 
a male cousin of the same 
age. Half way through the 
caning she is made to take 
off her outfit, leaving her 
wearing only a vest and 
white ankle socks. This of 
course makes her extremely 
embarrassed. The caning 
continues with her bent 
forward touching her toes, 
legs slightly apart, her 
bottom facing the onlookers. 
Afterwards she is instructed 
to remove her vest and stand 
with hands on head, and her 
back to the relatives, then 
she is ordered to face them 
keeping her hands on her 
head. With a look of morti- 
fied humiliation on her pretty 
face. 

I hope this request meets 


with your approval, and 
indeed the other idea. 

Yours faithfully, 

-L. 


P.S. If you are looking for 
any one to play the male 
cousin, in my scenario, I am 
more than willing. 


UNEXPECTED | 
_  BEVELOPMENTS 


It had been a lovely warm 
summer's afternoon. Lovely in more 
ways than one for Helen. She 
wandered now in a desultory way 
through the woodlands, her mind 
still filled with exciting images and 
memories, he head still filled with 
scent of bracken. It was upon that 
soft green bracken that she and 
Wayne had been lying. 

Yes...a heavenly afternoon. One 
which had started with so much 
promise. A promise which had been 
fulfilled. When Wayne had at last 
left (they thought it wiser that they 
go separately) she had lain there for 
quite some time, still most scantily 
clad, feeling she hadn't got a care in 
the world. Happy that there was now 
so much to look forward to. More 
promise...and fulfilment. | With 
Wayne. They were going to meet 
again, in the same place, on the 
following Saturday. 

Slowly, almost reluctantly, Helen 
had dressed. Reluctantly because 
she didn’t want the afternoon to end. 
Also because she was enjoying the 
rather risque freedom of her near 
nakedness. But, in due time, her 
pale blue knickers were back on, her 
skirt fastened into position and a 
light jumper pulled over her head. 
Now she was on her way back home, 
to the small lodge on the edge of 
woods, where she lived with her 
mum. It was all part of the estate 
belonging to the Big House, as 
Cheviot Grange was locally known. 
The place, nowadays, was only 
partially occupied and rapidly going 
downhill. There were rumours that 
the Talbot family were going to sell it 
and that the estate would be broken 
up into smaller units. Developed. 
Helen sighed. What a pity that 
would be; for she loved the solitude 
of those woods, teeming with bird 
and animal life, where she had lived 
since early childhood. Once her mum 
had worked as a cook at the Big 
House but that job had long gone. 
She now worked in an up market 
restaurant on the outskirts of 
Brumpton. That reminded her. Mum 
wouldn't be back when she got 
home. She always had to work late 
on Saturdays. Secretly, Helen was 
rather pleased about that. She didn’t 
want to face a barrage of questions 
about what she'd been doing. all 
afternoon, but would prefer to 
remain in that cosy world of warm 
memories which she now occupied. 
Mum had been getting awfully 
inquisitive about her doings 


recently. Ever since Helen had 
reached 18 in fact. That, she 
supposed, was natural in a mother. 
And, of course, mum was actually 
right. Helen could hardly say she 
had been behaving too well in recent 
months. There wasn’t only Wayne. 
Though Wayne was certainly the 
best. Mum would have a fit if she 
knew what was now going on 
regularly. Why was she so old- 
fashioned about such things? This 
wasn't her generation. This was 
quite a new one, with quite different 
and more exciting ideas about how to 
get the most out of life. After all, 
with the H-bomb hanging over 
everyone's head, that life could be 
rather short. It had to be enjoyed 
while it was there. Mum didn’t seem 
to understand that at all. ‘Don’t you 
ever let me catch you getting up to 
things you shouldn't before you're 
married,’ she'd said not long ago. 
‘I'd take a belt to you. Like my dad 
did to me, when I was naughty. 

She reached an area where there 
had been tree-felling. That was a 
rather ominous sign. Then she 
almost jumped out of her skin — so 
lost had she been in her reveries — 
when old Jack Saunders walked 
suddenly out of a copse and 
suddenly barred her way. Old Jack 
had been a permanent fixture in the 
woods for as long as Helen could 
remember. He was what was known 
as a venderer and was responsible 
for the upkeep of old trees and the 
planting of new ones. When she had 
been much younger, she and other 
kids amused themselves by setting 
little traps for him. Like digging a 
hole in a track, then covering it up. 
But she could never remember old 
Jack falling for such tricks. They 
weren't above setting fire to parts of 
the wood on occasions. Once they'd 
been caught and there'd been one 
hell of a fuss. At one point old Jack 
had seemed to be about to take 
matters into his own hands — as far 
as punishment was concerned, that 
is — when the Fire Brigade had 
arrived. They all got off with a 
caution from the local Magistrate. 
Now there he was, shirt-sleeved and 
rather scruffy, as usual, looking at 
her in the oddest w He seemed to 
have suddenly acquired a new, 
confident authority. A little grey 
cloud seemed to pass over the 
sunniness of Helen's afternoon. 

“O-oh Mr Saunders...you startled 
me!" She took a step. Still he looked 
at her in that odd way. 


“Maybe I did,’ he said at last. 
‘Would have startled you a lot more 
earlier though, wouldn't I?’ 

Panic edged into Helen. What 
was he driving at? Surely he couldn’t 
couldn't have...no...surely not! ‘I 
don’t know what you mean,’ she said 
defensively. 

‘Oh yes you do, young miss,’ said 
old Jack. ‘Down there in the dell, 
beyond Garston’s Copse. In the 
bracken. You and him. I saw. And it 
ain't the first time I seen.’ 

Helen felt the blood draining 
from her face; her legs seemed to 
have turned to jelly. Then the blood 
stopped draining and rushed back 
into her cheeks. Oh the shame of it! 
This awful old man had been 
peeping! How disgusting! ‘Oh that’s 
a-awful,’ she said. ‘How...how could 
you?” 

‘Got as much right in these 
woods as you have,’ said old Jacke. 
‘MORE: I'm in charge of them. 
Don't like that kind of behaviour. 
Tain’t right in a young woman. I'll 
be paying a visit to the lodge later 
this evening. Your mum'll have to 
know.” 

‘Oh no...you mustn't tell her!’ 
Helen clutched her hands together 
imploringly. ‘She...she’d never 
forgive me...” 

Old Jack grinned. ‘More likely 
take the hide off you with a belt, if I 
know your mum. Good as told me 
once.’ 

He was right, of course. That was 
the maddening part of it. ‘Please... 
please don’t, she whined 
pathetically. ‘It...it would ruin my 
life.” 

Old Jack snorted. ‘You're doing 
that pretty nicely for yourself 
already,’ he said. ‘What do you 
expect me to do then? Forget it? 
Wouldn't be right." 

‘Please don't tell her...please.” 

‘Can't go unpunished,’ said old 
Jack with finality. Helen recalled 
despondently that he was a Lay 
her in the Methodist Church, 
All fire and brimstone. Probably still 
believed in hell. He stood there 
considering deeply. ‘Tell you what, 
young Helen,’ he said finally. ‘A 
spanking's far less painful than a 
belting. What's more, your mum 
need never know.’ 

Helen felt her scalp tingling. 
*You...y-you. mean you...would...’ 
She stopped almost in disbelief. 

‘That's right,’ he said. ‘Done it 
plenty of times to my own daughters. 
Some of my neices, too.’ 


wn 
o 


strongly. 

‘Stop!’ she cried out. Would it be 
all that bad? It was better than mum 
knowing, wasn’t it? It was a way out. 
It was a way it looked as if she were 
going to have to take. Tears pricked 
her eyes as she remembered how 
happy she had been only a few 
minutes previously. Now this horror 
was upon her. Having her bottom 
smacked by old Jack! It was 
unbelievable! Yet it had to be faced. 
She knew he wasn’t bluffing. Self- 
righteously, he thought he was doing 
what was good for her. 

He stopped and turned. ‘Well 
then, Helen. is it me or your mum?’ 
A choice. Both equally frightful. 
Helen wavered inwardly and 
outwardly. If it were mum, she 
would never be forgiven. Not ever. If 
it were him, well mum wouldn’t 
know. So it had to be him. 

‘Alright then,’ she said almost 
sullenly. ‘You...” 

Old Jack nodded and began to 
look business-like. “We'll have you 
over this felled trunk,’ he said 
indicating the roughened length of 
wood, which no doubt would one day 
become a telegraph pole. As it was, 
it had, momentarily, a very different 
use. ‘No...no...girl, not that way...’ 
he said irritably as Helen bent 
sideways over the length. ‘I want 
you over the end, straddling it. 
You'll have to pull your skirt up a 
bit.” 

Helen had a sudden thought. 
‘S-suppose someone comes?’ she 
asked, hoping that idea might make 
him change his mind. 

‘No one about at this time of day. 


Wouldn’t matter if they did, 
anyway,’ he said firmly. ‘Come on, 
up you get.” _ 

The last avenue of escape 


seemed to have closed. Helen 
straddled the rough wood. ‘Oh that’s 
s-so rough...it hurts...’ she said. But 
then was disconcerted by having her 
skirt yanked right up. ‘Ohh...you 
shouldn't!’ 

Old Jack uttered a half-laugh. 
‘Shouldn’t?’ he said. ‘Spanking is 
always given on the bare.’ 

‘No...o000!’ It was a shriek of 
protest. But it was too late. Old Jack 
was already tugging down her pale 
blue briefs. She felt the cool evening 
air on her bare flesh; contrasting 
with the heat of shame within her. 
She really was most indecently 
exposed to him. Oh how awful it 
was! Could she go through with it? 
Helen, in her mental anguish, 
almost twisted off the trunk. Then 
she thought of the last time those 
same briefs had been lowered. So 
very different. So intensely exciting 
then. A prelude’ to a promise 
fulfilled. 

‘Just keep still...and take what 
you deserve, my girl!’ came old 
Jack’s command. ‘And, remember, 
it’s better than getting belt across 
60 


your backside.” 

Oh why did he use that crude 
word? It was so demeaning. Wayne 
had called it something far different. 
Then the first slap fell 
Then another. Then another. All 
more or less across the centre of her 
bottom. Helen gritted her teeth, 
striving not to cry out. 

But it hurt. And began to hurt 
more as slap succeeded slap. The 
rough wood against her thighs was 
an added torment. Oh how many was 
she going to get? Her mum had 
smacked her from time to time but 
never as hard as this! 

‘Ohhh...owww...ooh 
she gasped out. 

Old Jack uttered another of his 
short laughs. ‘Enough?’ he said. 
‘I've only just started..." 

“‘Noooo....p-please!’ 

‘Just think what you did, young 
Helen...just think...and you know 
you deserve it!” 

Did she? Did she know? Was it 
fair that any girl should be treated 
like this, whatever she had done? 
No, it wasn’t fair. But Helen was old 
enough and had seen sufficient of 
life, to know that few things in life 
are fair. Some things simply had to 
be accepted. 

The slaps continued to fall 
resoundingly every few seconds. Her 
bottom became burning hot. She 
couldn’t help crying out now. It hurt 
so, so much. 

‘Aaaghhh...stop please...!” 

Slllaaapppp.....smmmacckkk...!’ 

Sslllaaappp...sssmmmaacckk!’ 

Suddenly he stopped...and the 
wood seemed still and quiet around 
them. Helen heard her rasping 
breath, her heaving sobs. Oh the 
torment of it! Burning-stinging- 
burning. And the pain in her back- 
roughened thighs was almost as bad. 
“You can get off there now,’ she 
heard him say. Groaning, Helen did 


enough!’ 


“so. It was over. At least...it was 


over. And now mum would never 
know. No belting. No — family 
disgrace. It was over. Instinctively, 
she started to pull up her briefs. ‘No 
.leave then there for the time 
being,’ said old Jack. She saw him 
through a mist of tears. Oh what a 
horrible old man! Now he wants to 
gawp at me, she thought, feeling 
rather sick. He wants to look at my 
pussy. Think about what happened 
this afternoon. * Uuugghhh! “Have. 


you anything to say?’ came the 


question. 

Anything to say? Rage flooded 
Helen...and she had a strong desire 
to thump old Jack in his paunch. 
How dare he make her stand like 
that, knickers down, right in front of 
him? Gloating; eyes probing. She 
spoke the thought which had come 
into her: mind. 

‘Ooohhh...you horrible old man!’ 

He grinned. ‘Not even...sorry?’ 
he enquired. 


“*No...oo00!"_ Helen —_ almost 
shrieked it out. Then, to her shocked 
horror, found herself gripped and 
hauled across old Jack's thighs as he 
seated himself on the trunk. ‘No... 
--0000!’ she shrieked again, but 
now for a different reason. 

The spanking was resumed but 
now, on such a tender bottom, it 
seemed far worse. ‘Stooo...ooppp... 
it...stoo...opp...no..more!” 

But it went on, to the accompani- 
ment of his strictures. ‘So...I’m a 
horrible old man...slllappp... 
ssllaaappp...am 1? And what are 
you, Miss...slllappp...slllappp... 
nothing but a young scrubber...sllap 
. you're wicked...you’ll roast in hell 
fire...sslllappp...sllaaappp...’ 

‘Stoo...opp...1 b-beg you! Stop!’ 

‘And you won't say you’re sorry, 
eh?’ Sslaappp...ssllaap! 


‘L...I’m _ sorry...yes...00oh...yes 
I'm sorry! lelen shrieked out 
desperately. She would have said 
anything. 


‘Sure?’ Ssllaaapp...sslaappp! 

*Yee...ess...ohhh...yes!’ 
‘Absolutely sure?’ Sslllaappp...slap! 

“‘Yeeee...eeesss!’ It was a 
positive scream. Once again the 
spanking ceased. And now Helen 
just lay there, sobbing her heart out. 
Never had she suffered anything like 
it in her life before. Never had she. 
been so utterly humiliated. It was 
something she would never forget. It 
had utterly ruined what had been an 
utterly perfect day. 

‘Stand up...’ Helen got, up on 
wobbly legs. The intense, incessant 
heat in her bottom was the same as if 
she had been standing in front of a 
blazing fire. Oh what bliss it would 
have been to plunge it into cold 
water! Yet the lodge was still a mile 
away. ‘Say it,’ said old Jack. 

*S-say...mmmfff...wh-what?’ 

“Say you're sorry.” 

Standing there, shamed with 
skirt still up, Helen felt another 
spurt of fury. ‘I...I’m mmff sorry...’ 
she just managed to say. 

Old = Jack nodded with 
satisfaction. No doubt he felt most 
righteous. No doubt he would call 
upon God’s blessing in his prayers 
tomorrow. Old hypocrite! ‘Of course, 
if you want to show your mum your 
backside, you can,’ he said. ‘But 
then, you'd have to tell her why, 
wouldn’t you, young Helen.’ He 
grinned...and was still grinning as 


‘Helen stumbled off down the track, 


striving to pull her knickers up at the 
same time. Shamed and humiliated. 
Completely. 

And the worst of it was, she 
reflected, as she hurried towards the 
sanctuary of the lodge — wincing at 
almost every step — old Jack, from 
now on, would be roaming and 
combing these woods more 
assiduously than ever before. 

Perhaps a new development was 
the answer! 
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